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Chapter 1



DAPY

“You expect me to believe that you managed all this on your own, but aren’t well enough to travel by horse?”

“Guard Agatha,” Efaris huffed at the intrusion. “Dapy did not accomplish this. I did.”

I stared at the guard as her face twisted in anger. She didn’t believe Efaris for a single moment. The woman wasn’t dumb. Definitely smarter than I was. Which was part of the problem. She didn’t quite believe I was smart enough for this, either.

“Then how?” Guard Agatha snarled.

“Trade secret,” Efaris said and shrugged. “You already know enough about this farm to know that strange things happen around here. There’s a reason for it, but that’s above your pay grade.”

“You dare⁠—”

“I dare,” Efaris challenged the woman.

Kitty purred softly as she sat on my lap. I was in my chair before the fire. Both legs propped up, bandaged and splinted to keep them straight. Beside me sat a steaming cup of tea, with a bit of something extra to help with the legs. Whatever it was did the job and she admitted it came from her world.

The guard glared at the three of us before shaking her head. “Fine. How long until he can ride a horse?”

“Not for a few more weeks yet,” Efaris insisted. “As I’ve already told you. If you don’t like the timeframe, send for a wagon.”

“The moment I leave, you’ll run and take him with you,” the guard snapped.

“Hardly.” Efaris rolled her eyes. “Did you sign a contract in order to get permission to come here?”

“Yes?” Agatha frowned slightly.

“Well, Dapy signed a similar one. Him leaving is an automatic death sentence. The crown itself will hunt him should he flee. The only reason he’d be allowed to leave is if you take him and even then, he’s contractually obligated to return.”

“Unless the baron has him executed,” the guard muttered darkly.

I swallowed nervously at that. The baron was a bit of a bastard. And while execution sounded bad, that was the end result. He’d likely have me tortured and imprisoned for a while first. Maybe having my legs broken wasn’t all that bad?

“Until then,” Efaris stood her ground. “You’re welcome to wait or fetch a carriage. But the days of you storming through our front door are over.”

“Oh?” The guard smirked. “Says who?”

MOOO!

Guard Agatha whirled around with a screech. “NOT AGAIN!”

I watched as she charged out the front door. I couldn’t see it, but I could hear the shouting. Heify, as I had affectionately named her, had once again destroyed Agatha’s tent. She tried plenty of ways to stop her. Moving the tent to the fence, setting up a small barricade, even digging a shallow trench.

Those things likely would have stopped a normal cow. But… I was still trying to wrap my head around this whole situation. The demonic entity now inhabiting that cow—or… however it actually worked—was not in the least worried about minor obstacles and made a point to ruin Guard Agatha’s life any moment she could get away with it. Heify thrived on the chaos.

“Is she gone?” Kitty asked.

Efaris looked out the front door, before hiding a smirk. “She’s got her sword out, chasing Heify through the oat field.”

Kitty let out a happy purr as she settled in my lap. She wasn’t always a kitty, though. Sometimes she was a woman. With a fluffy tail and pointy ears. Who did and said very naughty things. And that was just the tip of the iceberg.

I didn’t know what I was getting into the night I bumped into a drunk, raving lunatic of a wizard. I was right in the middle of an escape attempt. My parents had died on our farm, leaving me with a debt to the baron, one I could never repay. Rather than face that debt, I accepted a job and found myself at this farm.

The first few weeks, I was convinced that someone had been here, trying to kill me. Only for strange dreams to plague my evenings. Dreams of a woman, just like my Kitty, doing the sorts of things only husbands and wives should. Only… they weren’t dreams, and the person trying to kill me was Kitty herself.

Then a series of events occurred with demons, some underworld hidden beneath our floorboards, and the reality that all my farm animals were beautiful women, too. Well, life had gotten much, much stranger. Especially when Efaris, the drunken wizard, not only turned out to be perfectly fine with it all. But was a beautiful woman wearing the disguise of an old man.

“Would you stop that?” Efaris put her hands on her hips while staring at Kitty on my lap.

“Stop what, exactly?” Kitty rolled her neck so I could scratch her favorite spots.

“That,” Efaris huffed. “Just admit it, this is foreplay for you!”

“It’s foreplay,” Kitty purred.

I frowned and stopped scratching. “This is foreplay?”

“Dapy, I’m the Prince of Lust. You waking up in the morning is foreplay to me,” Kitty chuckled softly.

“Get off!” Efaris snapped.

“I’d love to, but you’re insistent about waiting for him to heal first,” Kitty turned her head as if offended by the idea.

“That…” Efaris frowned. “Bad kitty!”

Now it was my turn to laugh. They argued a lot. But then… at night… While we hadn’t… hadn’t had sex properly in a while—that didn’t stop them from doing other things.

“He’s getting hard just thinking about it,” Kitty joked.

“Nope!” Efaris snapped, “Off. Off now!”

“And what are you going to do about it?” Kitty challenged.

Efaris frowned and held up her hand. Those beautiful eyes of hers flashed into a kaleidoscope of color before a small portal opened above Kitty’s head. Out of it came a splash of water. It was so quick and shocking that Kitty let out a yowl of surprise and shot off my lap.

I got a bit on my pants, but it was practically normal to feel a bit damp around the crotch these days.

“You monster!” Kitty screeched.

Efaris gave a bark of laughter and strode past to kiss me on the lips. “Someone has to be reasonable around here when there’s a nosey guard hanging about.”

“I wasn’t even going to fuck him!” Kitty protested as she shifted into her humanoid form.

My eyes lingered. She never liked wearing clothing. At least not here on the farm. She was slender, a little petite, and extremely nice to look at.

“Dammit, Kitty, put some clothes on!” Efaris snapped.

“Why, so you can wet those too?” Kitty glared at the wizard.

“You know why!” Efaris argued.

I leaned back in my chair and picked up my tea. It was all I could do to distract myself as the two most beautiful women in my life argued over… well… me. Lucky it was nice tea. Even if Kitty’s extra ingredient made it taste a little odd. Still. It kept the pain back, and I was able to wiggle my feet without any issues, so I was definitely on the mend.

“Dapy?”

I blinked and looked up into Efaris’s eyes. She leaned in and kissed me. That was something I was still getting used to. Women didn’t just show up and fall in love with farmers. Especially all-powerful wizards. Don’t even get me started on Kitty.

“What’s wrong?” I asked, taking her hand.

She smiled and shook her head slowly. “Nothing. I just need to deliver the first batch.”

“Oh,” I frowned. “How are you going to do that?”

“The hard way,” she sighed. “I’m going to open the portal here in the living room and have whoever’s on the other side come through to carry everything. I was just going to ask if you needed anything?”

“I think I have everything I need,” I smiled at her. “Besides, it won’t matter once I’m well enough to walk.”

“That’s not going to happen,” Efaris shook her head. “If there’s one thing that demon bitch⁠—”

“Hey!”

“—And we can all agree, we’re not letting you go die at the hands of the Baron,” she continued, ignoring Kitty, who was glaring from the bench top, where she was still nude and in human form.

“I trust you,” was just about the only thing that came to mind.

And I did. All of the women now in my life were a collection of faster, stronger, or smarter than I was. And not even by a small margin. Even the chickens. One of them was the one who figured out the best way to rotate crops to get maximum yield. The only reason we hadn’t started it yet was because of how hard it would be to start planting with the guard hanging around so much.

“Be good,” Efaris warned Kitty, before making her way over to the hat left on the wall.

One moment, the curvy, delightful woman I knew as Efaris was standing there. The next, a grizzled old man with seedy eyes replaced her. This persona screamed ‘wizard’ and was the way I first met her. The illusion was only visual, though. It didn’t change her physical form in the least.

Efaris pulled out a flask. I knew her powers worked with alcohol. She tried explaining it to me once, but not all wizards could do as she did. I just knew that the more she drank, the more power she was able to conjure. Which led to some terrifying moments in the battle against the demon that followed Kitty home. That didn’t even include how frisky she got while drunk. Which was the purpose of the outfit. It kept her from being taken advantage of while on a work trip. Nobody fucked with wizards, especially not drunk, powerful ones. And it was easier to convince people of that fact when she didn’t look like a maiden.

After taking a few mouthfuls, and blowing me a kiss that… Well, I wasn’t sure I liked her blowing kisses at me while she looked like an old man. But with a stern look, she summoned her portal and stepped through, leaving it open behind her.

All at once, a pair of servants stepped through. One of them scanned the room. Kitty, shocked at the sudden intrusion, leaped from the counter. The servant’s eyes went wide as he caught the movement, before frowning as Kitty, in her cat form, scrambled into my lap.

“I could have sworn…”

“Everything’s waiting outside,” I told the man. “I’d help, but my legs are broken.”

“Broken?” He frowned before shaking his head. “Outside, let’s get this over with. Don’t want to keep the wizard waiting.”

The first pair were joined by a second. They marched out the front door just as the first were coming back in with crates in hand. Normally, the produce I’d have grown would be bundled up with twine and delivered with the rest of the town to the baron’s estate. So, it was nice having someone collect it for me. Even if I knew they weren’t going to leave any behind for me.

“This is fantastic,” a voice said.

I glanced at the portal and spotted a middle-aged man in a fancy outfit.

“Yes, Dapy has been perfect for the job,” Efaris said, following the man through the portal.

“So much, and so quickly,” the man shook his head, before noticing me sitting and watching. “You’re Dapy?”

“Yes, sir.” I nodded.

“You should stand⁠—”

“He’s injured,” Efaris stepped up. “Unfortunate accident. He has two broken legs.”

“Ah.” The man frowned. “In that case, a warning. Next time you meet the nobility, you should be on your knees,” Kitty growled, and the man narrowed his eyes. “And keep that beast away from me or I’ll have its hide.”

“Sir Adamant,” Efaris quickly steered him toward the door. “This way to the farm. I can show you what Dapy has accomplished despite his injuries.”

“Yes, of course. When the inevitable happens, it would be good to see how things are run by an experienced farmer.”

With their retreating forms, Kitty slowly turned and looked me in the eye.

“Kitty,” I warned her.

“He will suffer,” she hissed softly.

“He’s just a human⁠—”

“And should know his place,” she growled. “He dares threaten a being as majestic as I?” Her tailed swished furiously behind her and her eyes flashed with challenge.

“Kitty, I’m just a human⁠—”

“You’re my human, fool,” Kitty hissed, before lowering her head. “You’re different.”

“I’m not really⁠—”

“You are,” Kitty insisted. “That man was nothing but smugness and greed. He didn’t care for you, me, or this place. He saw only a way to benefit himself. Which is why I’ve killed anyone who came here before now.”

“You can read auras that well?” I asked.

Kitty sighed. “Does it upset you that you can’t?”

I shrugged. “I’ve never been able to. Hard to miss something I’ve never experienced.”

“Then understand how it pains me so, when you aren’t running your fingers over my ears, human.” Kitty mrowed softly.

“Sorry my prince.” I chuckled and did just that.

Kitty settled into my lap and ignored the men who periodically entered our home. They darted out the front, gathered as much as they could carry, and then went back into the portal once more. A few minutes later, they’d return. I thought that was the end of it until Efaris returned with Sir Adamant and Guard Agatha following behind.

“I understand what you are saying,” Sir Adamant smiled in a way that showed he either didn’t, or at least didn’t care. “But there are no resources available to help at this time.”

“Are you suggesting you lack a carriage that can collect this man and deliver him to the baron’s justice?” Guard Agatha snarled.

“Not spare, no.” Sir Adamant shrugged. “I’m sorry, you’ll just have to get the baron to send for him.”

“We have a Casus Belli!”

“And you are well within your rights to enact it,” Sir Adamant said and shrugged indulgently. “I am not stopping you from taking the man, but I’m hardly about to go out of my way to help when you’re perfectly capable of doing so yourself.”

The guard looked like she was about to scream before shaking her head. “And you,” she turned to Efaris. “Who are you in all this?”

“Court Wizard Efaris.” she held out a gnarled hand.

“You wouldn’t be the same wizard, spotted on the night that Dapy escaped, would you?” the guard frowned.

“Even if I was, as a member of nobility, you would have to petition the king directly.” Efaris waved off the woman. “Now, you’re blocking the doorway, and we are conducting the king’s business.”

The guard looked uncertain for a moment before stepping aside. Unfortunately for us, that didn’t mean she left. Instead, I was stuck with Kitty on my lap, while Efaris, Sir Adamant and Guard Agatha had a strange standoff in the living room.

“What is happening with all this produce anyway?” Agatha asked.

“I’m afraid we can’t tell you that,” Sir Adamant replied.

“Is it of importance to the baron?” she asked.

“Indirectly,” Efaris answered this time. “The contents of this farm are considered a secret of the kingdom itself.”

“Fine.” Agatha crossed her arms. “While you have this portal open, can you get rid of the cow, at least?”

“No,” Efaris frowned.

“What’s wrong with the cow?” Sir Adamant asked.

“It keeps trampling through my tent,” Agatha sighed.

Sir Adamant had an amused smile on his face as the servants collected the last of the produce. When they carried it through the portal, Sir Adamant went with them. Efaris gave me a small nod and left through the portal, which closed behind them. Leaving me alone with the guard, who turned to me with a glare.

“So, they’re not talking, but what about you?”

“I’m just a farmer,” I answered softly.

“Sure you are,” she sneered. “Not that it matters. The baron will have his answers soon enough.”

With that, she left, closing the front door with a slam as she did. I slumped back in my chair as Kitty slipped to the floor. It was her hand on my cheek that brought me to attention, and it was the look in her eye that made my heart beat a little faster.

“Just a taste,” she promised as she reached for the front of my pants.
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Despite all my hopes, Efaris didn’t return that first day. Nor the second. Guard Agatha continued to roam about the farm, hunting elusive deer and finding whatever else caught her fancy. Heify took any opportunity she could to trample the woman’s tent. In the end, she’d taken to packing everything down when she woke up in the morning and loaded it all onto her horse. That beast was skittish enough to know that Heify was more than she appeared and fled from the cow on sight.

When that was obvious, Heify left the poor creature alone. It was one thing to torment the guard, but even demons had their limits for innocent creatures. Sure, they’d hunt and kill to eat, but they were strangely devoid of cruelty.

It was the third day since Efaris left that I awoke in the too large bed. It wasn’t really too large, considering the number of women who liked to occupy it. But without Efaris, it felt strangely empty—even with both my arms filled. On my left, curled into my side, was Kitty. One leg cocked over my hip, held high to not jostle my legs.

On the other side was Allmiron. By day she spent her time as a crow, watching over the farm and providing warning whenever Guard Agatha decided to roam about. It was when the guardswoman left and took a walk to escape this place that Heify carried me outside and directed the others on how to work the farm.

So far, with the fields plowed and picked, it was just back to sowing the seeds. Something that should have taken a day but was proving hard to complete with the attention we were getting from the watchful guardswoman. Instead, we were working in batches. The chickens were rushing out, scattering what they could before shifting back into their bird forms before they were spotted.

Bird forms that were nothing like the press of skin clinging to my side. Sure, Allmiron had a few feathers. But she, like Kitty, was remarkably human despite, or in spite of her missing legs.

“Keep staring at her like that. She might just get the wrong idea,” Kitty whispered.

“Sorry,” I muttered, straightening my neck to look at the ceiling once more.

The early morning light was filtering in. Chances were, Guard Agatha was already up and moving around out there. The woman was a light sleeper. Whether that was natural, or just from the paranoia of living on this farm, I wasn’t sure.

“Fool,” Kitty growled as she stretched out on the bed beside me. “Stare all you want. Just be prepared for how we react to it.”

“Efaris would be disappointed in me.” I frowned.

“Hardly.” Kitty rolled her eyes. “I might not be able to read your aura like I can hers but make no mistake, that woman is as desperate for that cock as I am. She’s just trying to prove a point.”

“What point?” I frowned.

“What indeed,” Kitty huffed. “Allmiron?”

“I’m awake.” The crow girl sighed. “I was just enjoying the morning.”

“Of course you were,” Kitty said, her canines flashed with her smile. “But unless you wish to swallow him while wearing a chastity belt for a few years, you’ll do as you’re told.”

“Years?” I frowned.

Kitty waved off the question as Allmiron popped upright and transformed into her familiar crow shape. With a beat of her wings, she was out the window and looking over the farm as she normally did.

“Kitty?” I prodded her gently.

“Oh, don’t think of it like that,” Kitty shook her head. “My kind are immortal, for the most part. A few years in chastity is nothing. I spent a whole century locked in a belt for displeasing my superior when I was a fresh recruit.”

“A century?” I frowned.

Kitty nodded. “Joke’s on her. I learned how to cum from anal just as easily as I can with my pussy.”

“Anal,” I sighed. “Do people really do that?”

“Of course they do,” Kitty giggled. “And soon enough, you’re going to experience it.”

“I don’t think I want⁠—”

“Not that,” Kitty snapped. “Not… not you, okay?” she chuckled. “But between Efaris’s promises for drunk anal and my own predilections, you’re going to end up inside an ass at some point.”

“Oh…” I frowned. “What’s it like?”

“I’ve heard it’s like a tight ring being forced around your cock,” Kitty smirked. “You’ll love it. Mark my words.”

“Tight ring,” I muttered, trying to imagine such a sensation.

My sexual prowess was as varied as it was confusing. Before coming to the farm, my only experience with the fairer gender was my mother, a few of the girls in the village I bumped into, and the animals on the farm. I knew the mechanics of sex, but had no hope of ever have it myself. That is, until Kitty started her little dream episodes.

It was such a strange turnaround. Going from never expecting to experience it, to being frustrated that my injuries prevented it as often as the women in my life wanted.

“Now,” Kitty purred. “I need some breakfast.”

Her lips brushed against the bulge in the blanket that was my erection. Things weren’t all that bad. Her pointed teeth bit down on the fabric, and she looked up at me as she dragged the blanket aside. My erection sprang out as she watched and purred loudly as she approached. Her mouth opened and a slender pink tongue darted out, tasting my shaft.

“Kitty.” I grinned.

“Human,” she replied, as she opened her mouth.

I felt the heat of her breath wash over my skin and swallowed nervously as she closed her lips around the head. That initial touch made me twitch, and she purred deeply. The vibrations made me sigh before a frantic flapping filled the room as Allmiron tore into the room once more.

“Carriage!”

Kitty snarled as she pulled free. I grimaced, both at the interruption and at what it meant that one had actually come. Kitty went to the window and looked out before cursing under her breath.

“Where’s Agatha?”

“Scouting the southern fence,” Allmiron cawed.

“Not her then,” Kitty frowned.
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“Dapy,” Efaris sighed as she stepped out of the wagon, looking like her curvy, beautiful self.

The driver wasn’t someone I recognized, but he was dressed like a soldier and kept his eyes on his surroundings. Likely someone who knew the reputation of this place. I was seated on the porch, awaiting the arrival of the carriage, while Kitty lounged on my lap as usual.

“The king wants this situation with the baron handled quickly,” she said and smiled nervously at me. “So, he sent me with the carriage to collect you…”

“Oh,” was all I could come up with.

It was a little awkward getting me into the carriage. Though I was happy to note it was a nice one. Padded seats were great, and there was enough room for me to put my legs across to the far seat and keep me steady. With the frequent bathing I’d been having and the fresh clothes, I still looked like a farmer, but I didn’t smell like one.

The only hiccup was Guard Agatha.

“So much better than a horse,” she sighed, leaning back in the seat.

Efaris looked angry. Not as angry as Kitty had been. She’d followed into the carriage, only to be evicted by Agatha when she insisted on coming along with us, instead of riding her horse as she had originally arrived. When pressed for an answer, she argued it was her job as my guard to come with me.

At that point, neither myself nor Efaris had an argument against it and Kitty was left outside. Not that I had any doubt at all that she would remain behind. No doubt in my mind, she was clinging to the back of the carriage, waiting for us to stop for the night.

“You should be in manacles,” Agatha turned to me.

“He’s injured,” Efaris frowned. “If we hit a bump, his legs won’t support him. Having his hands free gives him a chance to not fall over and hurt himself.”

“This light-handed touch isn’t going to work in front of the baron,” Agatha argued.

“Then the baron can have him manacled when we arrive,” Efaris shot back.

“Might just do that,” Agatha snorted as she leaned back in the chair.

I was too uncomfortable to pay attention to the tension building in the carriage. With my morning ruined as it had been, I had a rather delicate ache to contend with. Something that I couldn’t take care of with the guard present. And with every little bump in the road, it seemed to get worse and worse. While Agatha didn’t seem to care at all, Efaris was quickly coming to the realization that something was going on. I just hoped that this would fix itself, before I was either forced to admit what the problem was, or it went away.

And I didn’t see it going away anytime soon.


Chapter 2



DAPY

The carriage lurched, and I grunted as I bounced in the seat. Guard Agatha gave me a long look and snorted in disgust.

“You flinch at every little bump,” she sighed.

“Sorry,” I muttered.

“And this is precisely why I wouldn’t let you take him on a horse,” Efaris said and glared at the guard.

Truthfully. The woman didn’t know the half of it. And this situation was both better and far worse than I could have ever imagined. Something about the look in my eye as we traveled from the farm must have set off Efaris. She kept watching me and even asked if I was okay a few times. I didn’t really have a way to explain that my balls ached from Kitty’s teasing that morning. At least not without saying it in front of Guard Agatha.

The rocking of the carriage, though, had lulled the guard in question into a small nap. Apparently, with all the disruptions, she hadn’t been sleeping well. So, the gentle bobbing and swaying of the carriage sent her to a gentle sleep. Efaris slipped across to sit beside me. In hushed tones, I finally admitted what the problem was. And I regretted it afterward.

Efaris roared in laughter, waking up the guard, who grumpily stared at the two of us. Not having anything to say, she leaned into the door and closed her eyes again. The moment she did, Efaris gave me a wide grin before opening her legs. She only lifted her dress high enough for me to see that first time. Since then, though, she was able to glide her hands over herself massage through the fabric. Then she summoned a portal.

That beautiful, but evil woman, was doing similarly to me, what she had done to Kitty in one of our nightly escapades. And my poor penis, while still attached to my body, had vanished into a portal tugged upon by her own hand—only to reappear in midair, by her face. She’d given it a surreptitious lick, enough to cause me to harden even more and seep precum. She’d then taken it away, looked at it like it was her favorite toy and promptly spread her legs. Biting her lip, she shoved me inside her, lowered her skirt and demurely crossed her legs. Even now, her thighs rubbed between her legs, and I could feel it, like I was there. Buried to the hilt inside her. My mind was going crazy, because she could only make the smallest movements squeezing and relaxing over and over.

The teasing was awful. Almost as bad as how she jolted with each bump we hit. That small jostle drove my cock into her for just a moment. And sitting across from the guard had made things extremely uncomfortable. Though thankfully, she thought I was in pain, and not just that I was buried inside a willing woman, using me as a toy.

Efaris leaned forward, and I felt my erection shift inside her. With my legs broken, all I could do was grip the seats while she slowly ground her hips in a circle. My balls continued to ache, desperate for their release. I knew she wasn’t torturing me intentionally, but the stimulation just wasn’t enough.

She seemed to know that as well. Efaris was enjoying herself. That much was obvious. But there was a point where she knew this needed to end. I was a little confused when she started to gently pull her dress up. I watched those thick, creamy thighs come into view. Between those beautiful legs, I could make out the glow of the portal she was using and trembled as she reached in and took hold. My penis slipped out of her, throbbing and almost purple with anticipation. The cool air made me sigh as she fixed up her dress, so she looked presentable once more.

The look in her eye was mischievous. But only for as long as it took to place the tip atop her tongue. The soft warmth of her mouth overwhelmed me, and I leaned back into the padded bench to enjoy what was finally going to be the end of this torment.

“Should be coming up to a village soon,” Guard Agatha said, opening her eyes.

Efaris, my penis in her hand, with the tip in her mouth, had a single moment of panic. This was not the situation either of us wanted to be caught in. I saw her decision, right as Agatha began turning her head. And held perfectly still as Efaris drove her palm into her mouth. The sensation of being forced down her throat made me jerk, which caught Agatha’s attention.

“There wasn’t even a bump that time,” she said glowering at me.

Efaris opened her mouth wider, pushing the ring of the portal behind her teeth, before closing her mouth entirely. Her face was slightly screwed up, and I stared at her while she tried to regain her composure.

And then she swallowed.

“Oh,” I murmured.

“Oh?” Agatha shook her head. “That’s all you have to say?”

“Ah?” I frowned as Efaris swallowed again.

The firm squeeze around my buried penis made me want to snarl, but I held as still as I could while we figured out this problem.

“What do you even see in him?” Agatha turned and looked at Efaris.

Efaris shot her a dirty glare but remained silent. For obvious reasons.

“I genuinely want to know.” Guard Agatha frowned. “He’s just a farmer, and you’re so protective of him.”

Efaris gave a small grunt. That was enough to make me twitch, and it caught the guard’s attention once more. With her staring at me, Efaris made a quick gesture at my crotch. I figured she wanted me to take my penis out of the portal.

“He’s just all over the place,” Agatha turned to Efaris. “I just want to understand.”

With the guard’s attention on Efaris, whose eyes had started to water, I grabbed at my crotch. I could feel the edge of the portal and tried to shove it down. That only served to slide my penis back and forth inside Efaris’s throat for a moment. It felt amazing, but this was hardly the time.

“What, are you embarrassed about it?” Agatha frowned. “Or are you mad that whatever you two have going on is about to end once we meet with my father?”

I didn’t have the leverage to do it. Not with my pants done up. Despite all that, Efaris was swallowing rapidly. It was driving me to the edge, and I didn’t quite know what to do about it. Before I got an idea.

“I have to relieve myself,” I announced.

Agatha frowned at me. But I ignored that. Leaning over, I lifted the seat cushion beside me. Beneath the bench was storage and inside was a rather uncomfortable contraption designed to let me empty my bladder. With it was a blanket. Efaris looked worried now, and I pulled out the blanket first.

I worked quickly, flicking it out over my legs. I draped it over my head. It was designed to give the ladies some privacy, but I didn’t see a reason I couldn’t use it either.

“Really?” Agatha scoffed. “You’re worried I’ll see your pecker?”

Ignoring her, I grabbed the leather bag. It was designed with a small funnel, but there was room to stick a penis inside so you wouldn’t make a mess. I didn’t need to use it, but to make it look right, I pulled it in and sat it on my lap. With my hands free, and the blanket in place, I ignored the feeling of Efaris’s spasming throat as I quickly untied my pants.

The moment I spotted it; I took hold of the portal and slowly pulled it free. The sensation of my penis sliding up the inside of Efaris’s throat made me tremble. I was likely going to make a mess over here, and I knew I was just going to have to deal with it. Right until I felt teeth lightly bite at the head of my penis. I froze, still just the tip inside the portal. I could see Efaris’s pearly white teeth lightly holding me in place before her tongue lapped up over the head.

“Oh,” I grunted.

“Hurry up already,” Agatha grunted. “A man should be able to hold it.”

Those teeth retracted, and I felt Efaris’s lips close around the head. She sucked hard, but didn’t try to pull me any further inside. Instead, she licked frantically at the underside. I trembled, biting my lip. It only lasted a moment, before I throbbed and fired a spurt of seed through that portal and into Efaris’s mouth. She kept her lips tightly wrapped around me, suckling as I emptied myself. My balls ached and I let out a few grunts as she swallowed the final few spurts.

I found myself panting and groggy as Efaris held steady, gently licking the tip as if waiting for me to move. It was too much, and I pulled away, earning a small kiss right before my penis exited the portal. When it did, that glowing ring fizzled from existence, and I let out a soft sigh. There was still an ache. But unlike before, this felt like overusing a muscle on the farm, rather than a horrible tenderness and bruised sensation like it had been.

Slumping back, I tucked myself away and redid my pants. The leather sack remained empty when I placed it back into the storage, and when I took down the blanket, Guard Agatha was staring at me.

“What, are you pee shy too?”
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“Feeling better?” Efaris asked.

I sighed as she helped lower me into the bath. Guard Agatha had almost blown her top when we arrived. She wanted me bound and left in the carriage, while Efaris had taken it upon herself to ignore that entirely. The carriage she had taken, and the driver, were paid for by the wizard herself. Guard Agatha found herself on the losing end of that argument, especially when the driver pointed out he had planned to sleep in the carriage.

It had then turned into a fight over who slept where. Guard Agatha couldn’t make up her mind if she wanted to be in the same room as me, or if she wanted to sleep separately. In the end, it was decided by Efaris booking the single last room in the only available inn and offering the servants’ room to the guard. Something she accepted with barely contained rage.

Leading to now, as Efaris helped me into the bath. It wasn’t quite the bath from home, but the wooden tub was large enough for me to sit in with my legs propped up. It was a little awkward, but it would do, and I wasn’t about to complain about being clean when I got to share a bed with such a beautiful woman.

“Not sure I really needed a bath,” I admitted. “Not like I did any hard work today.”

Efaris shook her head but gave me a smile. “That makes one of us.”

I watched as she tugged her dress off and stood beside the bath. Her curves drew my eye and she let out a soft giggle. “I like the way you look at me.”

“I like looking at you,” I admitted.

“I wasn’t sure at first if you would or not,” she said shyly as she stepped over the lip of the bath and into my lap, careful not to put any weight on me. “I’m not as skinny as Kitty.”

“What?” I spluttered.

“I said⁠—”

“I heard,” I frowned. “I just don’t understand. You’re beautiful.”

“For a clueless farmer,” Efaris said with a smirk. “You certainly have a way to make a girl feel special.”

I wasn’t sure what to say to that. She just giggled and started washing herself. There was something about a woman’s hands rubbing soapy suds over her own breasts that really drew the eye. She was a thing of beauty and her curves only emphasized the fact. Something that was made apparent as my penis, standing to attention, slipped into a rather warm place.

“That’s just not fair,” Efaris muttered.

“Sorry,” I apologized.

She stood up, and I watched the water cascade down her body. “I hope you know you’re not the only one left aching and uncomfortable after today. Giving me a poke was just mean.”

I winced slightly but then thought of something. I’d only done it a couple times, but Kitty always enjoyed it. Efaris was about to say something when my hands slid up her thighs. I wasn’t looking up at her and kept my head down even as I gripped her firmly.

“Dapy?” Efaris whispered as I pulled her close.

Sitting in the bath as I was, my shoulders were propped up, and the rim let my head fall back comfortably. Efaris’s expression was wide with shock as I pulled her closer. Until she stood, with her crotch pressed against my bottom lip. She smelled fresh, delightful and with just a hint of soap. Right before I opened my mouth and slid my tongue into her delicate folds.

“Oo-oh.” She trembled.

I didn’t stop. I knew she’d move if she wanted to. It wasn’t like I had the strength to hold her in place as I ran my tongue over that sensitive little clitoris of hers. With each lick, I could taste more of her. That tart nectar within.

“D-Dapy,” Efaris said in a needy tone.

Her hips wiggled, and I matched the rhythm of my mouth to the way she shifted. It only took me a moment to realize she was slowly humping my chin. I chuckled softly, and her eyes fluttered at the sensation. Since she was enjoying herself so much, I slid one hand down her leg and pushed around my chin before bringing it up once more. Efaris’s fingers dug lightly into my head, holding me close as she chewed her lip. When my fingers touched her softest flesh, she felt like a furnace. There was no hesitation as I slipped my fingers further up, spearing into her body as she let out a whimper of pleasure.

“Gods, Dapy,” Efaris gasped.

“And Kitty,” a familiar voice purred.

I felt the water shift as Efaris turned to look. But a pair of much stronger hands took the wizard’s hips and held her in place.

“What?” Efaris frowned.

“Shut up, and enjoy what I’m about to do to you,” Kitty huffed. “Dapy, keep licking.”

I looked up and saw a little nervousness in Efaris’s eyes. But she was staring right back at me, not wanting this to stop. So, I didn’t. Efaris gripped my head, humping slowly, as I twisted my fingers inside her. My tongue bathed over her clit, tasting as much of her as I could. But that wasn’t all.

I felt Efaris’s body being manipulated. The tight warmth around my fingers lessened, and a soft tongue danced up my fingers, still buried inside Efaris.

“Don’t stop, Dapy,” Kitty warned me.

“Oh, my ass,” Efaris moaned.

There was a low, throaty chuckle from behind Efaris as her hands tightened in my hair. I kept licking, pleasing her as best I could. Kitty was obviously doing the same, and I felt her tongue brush my fingers as a hand wrapped around my penis.

Now I was on the receiving end. Moaning as Kitty stroked me into her beautiful flower. The wizard’s mouth hung open as she rocked her hips, humping into my face as I feasted. She started to produce much, much more of her juices. They poured down my arm. Her knees began to tremble, and I had a moment of worry she was about to fall.

“What in the king’s name are you doing in here?” Guard Agatha’s voice snapped as the door to the servants’ quarters burst open. Efaris yelped as Kitty pulled away. The two of them tumbled back, and I felt a horrible crunch land atop my legs. Efaris’s yelp was nothing compared to my scream as weeks of healing came undone in an instant. I didn’t know what happened to Kitty, but when Efaris scrambled out of the bath, she was shouting instructions at Guard Agatha, who had a look on her face like she’d been slapped. All I could concentrate on was my re-broken legs.
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KITTY

“Death,” I hissed. “She is to die, slowly.”

“Please, my prince, great Sagroth!” Allmiron pleaded. “Think this through carefully.”

“I cannot even be in there with him,” I snarled at my underling. “He is injured! Broken and in pain. I could fix it all in an instant and yet I am bound by that idiotic woman and the pathetic laws of this world!”

“Are we going to wage war on this world?” Allmiron asked.

I let out a long sigh and shook her head. “No. This world is not for the likes of us. Visiting for my pleasure is one thing, but if I establish a permanent presence here, it will only draw out others that will do the same.”

I let my anger fester for a few minutes. Allmiron kept an eye on our surroundings. It was dark, but that didn’t mean there wasn’t anyone around willing to look up. The inn wasn’t all that tall, and there were enough lanterns around that we’d be visible.

“Come,” I grunted and shifted back to my kitty form.

Allmiron did the same, turning into that little crow. She perched upon my back and I kept myself steady as I padded across the roof. Checking over the edge, I saw the pair of sills for Dapy’s room. I aimed for one, and Allmiron managed to hang on as I landed softly.

There was just a single moment. Where I contemplated jumping across to the next window. It was open. I could sneak in, take that fucking guard. I would need a soul soon. The portal needed to be fed and using that woman… that would please me in ways that Dapy would disapprove of.

For now, I turned with a huff and climbed back into the shared room. It wasn’t home. This place stunk. Not just the shit of horses, but of people. The farm was quiet, isolated and smelled of Dapy… Even dirty, that man smelled like something I wanted to sink my teeth into. Efaris, too, had her charms. This place was different, though. Travelers aplenty. The sweat, dirt, mud and unwashed bodies, plastered together with the reek of perfume. It made me ill just thinking about it. Being trapped here, living with it, was a hell of its own.

I was halfway across the floor towards the bed where my sweet human lay, when the door to that bitch’s room opened once again. She stepped out, and I glared at her as she shuffled slowly into the room.

“How is he?”

“Asleep,” Efaris frowned at her. “I gave him something for the pain and, with the shock, he passed out.”

“I’m so sorry,” the guard wrung her hands together.

“Sorry isn’t going to fix his re-broken legs.” Efaris glared.

“I just⁠—”

“Stormed in here like you owned the place,” Efaris snorted. “I get you’re probably someone important back home. But here, now, you’re just a guard. We’ve done everything you asked of us, not caused problems, and kept our noses clean. Whatever it is, Dapy has been charged with doing doesn’t justify how you’ve behaved towards him.”

“He’s a criminal⁠—”

“As you keep saying.” Efaris shook her head and sighed deeply. “If he were really that dangerous, you’d have found a carriage and brought him back as soon as you possibly could.”

“That’s not⁠—”

“Shut up,” Efaris turned to glare at the guard. “Just shut up.”

The guard deflated and turned. Her gaze passed over me, and her brows ruffled as she recognized me. “Is that the cat and… a crow?”

“She seems to have followed us,” Efaris said. “Is that a problem?”

“No,” Guard Agatha shook her head. “I actually like cats.”

I’d remained silent thus far, but hearing those words, I let out a small hiss. The guard frowned at me, but didn’t offer anything else as she turned and stepped back into her room. As the door closed, I hopped up onto the bed, and Allmiron slipped off to hop along towards the pillow where my sweet Dapy rested his head.

“Didn’t expect you to show yourself,” Efaris muttered.

“I was distracted,” I growled softly as I moved up to sit at Dapy’s side.

“Are you going to kill her?” Efaris asked.

I smirked and bared my teeth. “Not immediately. I have to find a devious way to do it. One that won’t blow back on Dapy here. It would be easier if we can make friends with the Baron’s daughter.”

“I’m not so sure,” Efaris said. “If the guards are as high strung as this one, what chance does the daughter have?”

“There’s plenty of room back home for corpses,” I growled.

“Fantastic,” Efaris muttered, before laying back on the bed. “Just… fantastic.”

“It started pretty fantastic,” I mused.

“Did you have to do that?” Efaris flushed and covered her eyes with her forearm.

I tilted my head. “You didn’t enjoy it?”

“You didn’t even warn me,” Efaris hissed. “I didn’t even know you were here.”

“You weren’t supposed to know,” I grumbled and shifted from my kitty form to my true body. “And I’m happy to continue if you wish. Neither of us finished before we were interrupted.”

“No,” Efaris frowned and curled into Dapy’s side. “Not without him.”

I stared at the two for a moment. Part of me was jealous, simply by her proximity. But another part of me respected that she’d refused in his favor. She knew what I was. And she knew that Dapy would likely approve. And yet…

“I respect that,” I muttered and lay down opposite Dapy, careful not to crush Allmiron on the pillow. “But mark my words…” I stared at her, letting the silence stretch.

“And what’s that?” she said impatiently.

“There will come a day where you will writhe and squeal atop my tongue.” I waited for her to sit up before I met her angry glare. “And he’s going to be there to tell me how good a Kitty I am while I do it.”
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The remainder of the trip was far more painful than when it started. The fresh breaks in my legs ached with each bump in the road. Efaris did her best to splint and restrain me. There was just little that could be done in this situation. To my surprise, Kitty and Allmiron were allowed to ride inside the carriage. The driver had made a bit of a fuss, but when Efaris threatened to withhold payment, he shut his mouth. Something about driving this far out not being worth going home empty-handed.

The biggest surprise, though, was Guard Agatha. She was still deeply upset about the whole thing. Where she had been cruel and mocking wherever I winced or complained, she now grimaced and looked away. It was like she’d shocked herself with her own actions and hadn’t quite recovered from it. It made me wonder how much of her personality was a facade. Then again, it likely didn’t matter.

What did matter was the news that we’d be arriving at the Baron’s estate shortly. Efaris never revealed to me how far away we were from everything. Only that we were on the edge of the kingdom. It wasn’t a huge kingdom, as far as I knew, but large enough that we’d been on the road for several days.

And if I had to be honest. I was looking forward to what came next. The idea of torture and possible execution wasn’t anywhere near as intimidating as the horrible ache from my legs every time we struck a rock. Efaris had taken to sitting on my side of the carriage and holding me upright so I could brace my own legs. Something that made Guard Agatha cringe every time she heard me cry out.

On top of it all, Kitty was mad. It wasn’t her fault, but the way she acted, I knew she blamed herself. By day, she sat on the roof with Allmiron. By night, she curled against my side, purring softly as she tried desperately to calm me. Yet, it was in those moments, our roles reversed and I spent my time holding and calming her. Something that likely wasn't going to happen tonight, as the walls of the baron’s estate loomed up ahead.

Guard Agatha didn’t look happy at all. She’d gone quiet over the last few days. Even her professional silence seemed to slip into something a little darker. The Baron’s estate wasn’t a castle, just a walled compound. The heavy wooden gates swung open to allow us entrance, and Efaris squeezed my hand as the carriage rolled to a halt.

“Well,” Guard Agatha sighed. “This is it.”

“What now?” Efaris asked.

The guard didn’t respond. She just opened the door and stepped out into what had amounted to be a rather dreary day. It hadn’t rained, but the sky was overcast, and the wind had a chill to it. No birds cried, and nobody else was around to hear the familiar voice of the baron from outside.

“Daughter,” he said in a tone, barely hiding his contempt. “I expected you weeks ago.”


Chapter 3



DAPY

“My apologies father⁠—”

“Silence,” the baron snapped, before turning his eyes to me, huddled in the back. “Bring that vagabond to me.”

“Wait!”

“SILENCE DAUGHTER!” The baron roared.

I spotted a pair of guards coming and braced for the pain, as Efaris stepped into their way with a sharp glare. “Baron Springford,” she snapped. “This man is in need of medical assistance.”

“This man is my prisoner⁠—”

“And as such, it falls to you to provide him with aid,” Efaris overrode.

The Baron narrowed his eyes. “And who are you to give me orders?”

“Lady Efaris Waye. Appointed Court Wizard to the throne and legal counsel for one, Dapy, the farmer,” She stood tall. “As you have seen fit to have this man dragged here from his legally appointed role for the crown and received injuries by the actions of your agent, I am required to inform you that farmer Dapy is in need of urgent medical care.”

“This man is a brigand⁠—”

“Now is not the time to discuss Dapy’s crimes, Baron Springford,” Efaris continued. “Do you have a room ready, or are you intending to hold an agent of the crown in your dungeon?”

I could see the Baron. His face was red, but his eyes were wide. Whatever plans he had for me, they had just been thrown out the window. Efaris hadn’t told me any of those things. I didn’t even know she had a second name! Now she was my legal counsel as well? This was precisely the reason I left to begin with. Nobles and their lives were far too complicated for a man like me.

“Daughter,” the baron turned to Guard Agatha. “Get a room ready.”

“But father⁠—”

“Do as I say, or…” he sneered and shook his head. “Just do as I say.”

Guard Agatha’s shoulders seemed to slump for a moment. Her father turned and stormed back inside the largest building I had ever seen. Only once before had I entered, and it was practically on my knees as I begged for the money to purchase medicine.

Agatha turned to face the two of us still within the carriage. “Please wait here. I shall fetch servants to help Dapy move to your accommodation.”

With a conflicted expression on her face, she turned and followed her father inside while I sat back in my seat. The baron’s men, who had come to grab me, stood by awkwardly before moving back to their original positions. Just idly standing by and watching things. When they were out of earshot, Efaris slipped back inside and sat down beside me.

“You never told me,” I said, taking her hand.

She gave it a small squeeze. “Because it’s not true.”

I froze. “What part?”

“Most of it,” Efaris sighed. “The king wanted me to bring you here, dump you outside and leave to find the next available farmer.”

“Then—”

“Dammit, Dapy!” Efaris clenched her fist, squeezing my hand almost painfully. “Dammit all.”

“I’m sorry,” I apologized, not knowing how to help in this situation.

Efaris let out a long sigh before shaking her head. “No. I’m the one that’s sorry. Most of this is my fault.”

“It’s me he wants,” I pointed out.

“Because of me.” she shook her head. “Sure, he was probably mad that you owed him coin, but I’m the one that insulted him and stole his bath.”

“I liked that bath,” I sighed.

Efaris let out a tiny giggle before squeezing my hand. “For what it’s worth,” she said. “I’m sorry this all happened.”

“I’m not,” I smiled and leaned into her for a moment. “My only loves were my parents and the farm. Without my parents, I lost the farm and thought I’d spend the last days of my life struggling to survive in the forests as a poacher.”

“And now?” Efaris turned to me.

“Now… Despite my life being turned upside down.” I grabbed her hands and grinned. “My life has been thrown into chaos, my body broken, and home destroyed, all while enduring the strange happenings on the farm. Yet, I got to wake up every day and spend time with such amazing people. People I’ve come… to love.”

Efaris blushed before shaking her head. “You only love that kitty of yours.”

“And you,” I said and squeezed her hands gently, my smile bright and sincere. She paused and turned to me. I stared into her eyes and swallowed. “I love you, Efaris Waye.”

“Don’t say it like that,” Efaris snorted. I could tell it was half amusement and half her trying to brush off my words. “It sounds weird when you use my full name.”

“It’s a pretty name.” I shrugged. “But it doesn’t change how I feel.”

“You’re a fool, Dapy,” Efaris sighed. “But I’d be lying to myself if I said I didn’t love you, too.”
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“I trust the room is comfortable?” Guard Agatha asked, as she led the way inside.

I grunted as the servants jostled me. They were being careful, but that only extended so far. I was sitting on a broom pole, held at each end by a servant, while a third held my splinted legs as steady as he could. It worked, but it wasn’t comfortable.

“I thank the baron for his hospitality,” Efaris said, she nodded to Guard Agatha. “Now, for the healer?”

“Waiting in the hall,” Guard Agatha said.

From the look on her face, there was something wrong with this situation. It was like she didn’t agree, or at least didn’t like what was happening around her. Which, while on its own, wasn’t that much of a change from the last few days, it still struck me as odd. I just wish I could read auras like Efaris could. Having to guess people’s true intentions was hard work, and I never was particularly good at it. Doubly when it came to the fairer gender.

“If he is ready, I can begin,” a wizened voice called.

Guard Agatha moved aside as an old man stepped in. He took one look at me, and the state I was in, before making a small tutting sound.

“On the bed,” he instructed. “Lady Agatha, while I respect this is your room. I require your absence. My patient here will need to remove more clothing than is fitting for a woman of your station to see.”

Her room?
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KITTY

“See if you can find anything interesting in the area,” I told Allmiron. “I want to know who's here, who I can leverage and how easily I can burn this place to the ground.”

“Yes, my prince,” Allmiron nodded and took to the sky.

I frowned for a moment. I had been the prince for so very long. Prince Sagroth, the lord of lust. From a scrappy little demon of the lowest order to the ruler of an entire plane of the underworld. More power at my fingertips than I could ever comprehend, even after wielding it for a millennia. And yet, the way that stupid little man called me Kitty…

“Soft,” I hissed to myself and turned to regard the estate. “I’m getting soft.”

The estate was three stories tall. A large lower floor, with a greeting hall in the middle and a wing down one side. A large, enclosed barn was on the other. Though… less a barn for a farmer, and more a barn for storage and a pair of carriages. The middle section of the home where the main entrance stood was the tallest section of the estate. It looked like the baron lived at the very top, with the quarters for important visitors on the floor below.

The final section, the wing, was two stories tall. And it looked like a living area for the staff on the top, with barracks below for the soldiers and guards. That wasn’t all that was here, though. Inside the walls were gardens. Flowers, a few trees, seated areas for leisure.

I took it all in. At least I was trying to, until the driver of this carriage cracked the reins. I hissed as the vehicle lurched into motion and held on as he turned us around. I waited as the carriage approached the wall and made the leap to the edge. A regular cat might have struggled, but putting a little of myself into the motion made the jump easy.

“Cat?”

I turned and paused as the soldier stared at me. His face twisted in disgust as his boot swung back.

“You dare?” I hissed at him.

When that boot swung forward, I twisted out of the way. The man, balancing his weight for the impact, let out a yelp as he wobbled forward over the edge. It was only natural as I slinked between his feet to give him a little nudge in the right direction.

The sound of a man’s terrified screams filled my perfectly fluffy ears. The solid smack and metallic crunch of a soldier hitting the ground made me groan in pleasure. And then I paused almost expecting to hear my human say something.

“No,” I frowned. “Dapy was the exception,” I said to myself. “I am still a demon. I shall not apologize for expressing myself as I see fit.”

With a careful glance over the wall, I watched in glee as people ran to help. But the awkward angle the soldier’s head rested told me there was no helping that kind of injury. It was all I could do to restrain the catlike chirp that normally would have escaped my lips as I pranced off along the wall.

It wasn’t the walls of some grand castle. But falling headfirst, even from a low height, could be a lethal prospect. There were other guards up here. They had all turned to watch the spectacle. As such, they were unaware that greatness had passed by. I hurried along towards the gatehouse. It was puny, and not particularly well built as a defensive structure. More a resting place for a group of archers to shoot down at anyone trying to break in.

What I could also see was the pins that slid down into the hinges for the gates themselves. While the gates themselves were wood and iron, these pins were simply wood. Why the baron opted for such a pathetic weakness, I didn’t know, but I saved this information for later as I moved on down the wall.

I made a complete loop before being spotted once more. A soldier made a spitting noise at me, and I glared, before turning my attention to the estate proper. The leap wasn’t far, not even for a regular cat. I landed on a windowsill. It smelled like refuse and when I glanced down, there was a pit filled with unmentionable stenches.

“Disgusting,” I growled to myself, before slipping into the room.

It was filled with what appeared to be chamber pots. I shuddered thinking about how awful humans could be sometimes. Even Dapy went outside. Digging a little hole to bury his waste. Efaris did the same, but the scent of fire always accompanied her back, so I always just assumed she took an extra step. Admirable.

My issue at this point was the door. In my kitty form, I lacked any reliable way of opening it. With the possibilities of being spotted in my true form, I wasn’t willing to make the shift yet. Besides, I would be nude and allowing these lesser beings to see what didn’t belong to them… well… we shan’t go there. So, I attempted an old method I hadn’t tried for some centuries.

“MROOOOOWWWL!” I roared, the cry of my people.

I waited for a moment before getting up on my back legs and scratched at the door.

“MeeROOOOOWWWLLL!” I called once more, scratching at the door with all… well, not all my might. It was simple wood. I could tear a hole in it later if need be.

“MRRRRRAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAWWWWWWWWWLLLLLLLL!” I cried for a third time.

And like magic. The door opened with a click.

“What in the heavens?”

“Same idea, different direction,” I chuckled as I slipped between the scullery maid’s legs.

She yelped as I slipped past, and I chuckled darkly as I scampered through the rooms. I could smell Dapy coming from a hallway and ducked in without a moment of hesitation. Only to pause as I spotted Guard Agatha standing beside a door open by only a crack.

She had a frown on her face. And the reason became clear, as my poor, sweet Dapy let out a pained cry from within the room.

She. Will. Die.

“Prrrpt?” I chirped as I raised my tail and scampered close.

“Oh, hello,” she smiled down at me.

Act cute. Get her to pick me up. If she carries me away, I can go for the eyes. Make her suffer, the way that Dapy now suffers.

“You’re friendlier now than you were before,” she bent and ran a hand down my back.

Her touch disgusted me. Even Efaris had never been quite so familiar. Only Dapy had the right to put his hands on my precious fur. It wouldn’t matter, though. She would find her end.

“He’s going to be okay,” the guard promised me. She didn’t need to. I knew that already. He’d be fine the moment we had the opportunity to heal him. Only her ridiculous demands to move him prevented me from doing so already. “Here,” she reached down and tucked her hands below my belly. “Let me show you.”

I held myself in check. Not wanting to give the game away as she lifted me into her arms. I ignored the firmness of her breasts. Efaris’s were softer, though even I had to admit she had a pleasant scent. One I committed to memory, in case she managed to escape me temporarily. With my new perch, I was close. Her jugular was right there. Her eyes too.

They looked sad. Conflicted. That didn’t matter, this was her fault. All of it. I wanted to lash out as a tear rolled down her cheek.

“One more,” an old man said.

I didn’t recognize that voice. Turning my head, I looked into the room through the narrow gap. My Dapy. My poor, dear Dapy lay out… with his pants off. I wondered for a moment if Efaris was having her way with him, but there was an old man in there, too. The idea of Dapy with a man… No. Just. No.

“Daughter.”

Agatha squeaked and spun the two of us around. The man before us was the Baron. The other pathetic wretch who would die by my hands. He sneered at me… or was he sneering at the guard? I wasn’t sure, but the man was certainly unhappy.

“Father—”

“Follow,” he grunted.

A small tremor ran down the guard’s body. I wasn’t sure what that meant, but she gently set me on my feet without a word. I had a moment to think. Stay with Dapy, or follow my prey? As much as I loved my human, he was safe with Efaris. Taking the harder road, I followed the guard and her pathetic father.

He led her to a flight of stairs, and I noted a moment of hesitation as he began to descend. The baron didn’t seem to notice, and Agatha, after getting over whatever stopped her, followed on his heels. Silent as a wraith I followed behind them to the ground floor, where a guard stepped inside.

“My lord, the guard is dead,” he bowed.

“Pity. Did he owe anything?”

“I don’t know, my lord,” the soldier shook his head.

“Family?”

“No, lord.”

“Nobody to pay then,” the baron chuckled and continued walking.

I chuckled softly. Worthless humans. All of them… well… Not Dapy, but that’s for obvious reasons. He’s my human. Efaris too. She’s a wizard and… Shit. I scurried off, following Agatha and her father down the next flight of stairs.

She smelled of fear. Then again, this whole place did. The baron stalked to a locked door at the end. The guard in attendance reached for his keys without a word and opened the door for them both. With the guard holding position, he didn’t notice me as I darted in on their heels.

“This place smells of filth and death,” I hissed to myself.

It was a dungeon. The torture chambers of my plane held nothing of this sort. Punishment was swift, clean and decisive. This was just… cruel. There were cells. Rats crawled on the floor, eating what they could. Meanwhile men, women, and even a child or two were left to rot. They cowered as they spotted the baron, and I could see the subtle straightening of his shoulders when they did.

My only real question was why had he brought Agatha down here?

At the end of this corridor was an empty cell. One that looked suspiciously like where the baron would have placed Dapy. And beside it was a door. That door, the baron opened and gestured for Agatha to enter. The baron had a gleam in his eye, and I scampered in, narrowly missing his boots as he swung the door closed behind her. The inside of the room was dark, but I could make out a few things.

“Father—”

SMACK!

I froze as Guard Agatha crashed to the floor. She was clutching her face and breathing hard as her father loomed overhead.

“Get up,” he spoke gently.

Agatha let out a whimper and slowly got to her feet. “I’m sorry⁠—”

SMACK!

She fell once more. This time, it was her opposite cheek. And it wasn’t a slap. The baron’s fist hung by his side.

“Weeks!” He spat.

“I had no choice,” Agatha pleaded.

The baron strode over to a nearby wall. A series of leather wrapped sticks hung in various lengths. They were thinner than my finger but made a hissing sound as he swung it into his palm.

“Father, please!” Agatha begged.

“Who is the woman upstairs?” he snarled.

“A court wizard!” Agatha answered.

The baron struck her across the shoulder. The hiss and smack made me flinch. I had used tools such as that in the pursuit of pleasure and torment in the past. But to strike one, especially one’s daughter, like this was simple cruelty. Her cries echoed in the sealed room as he beat her over and over again. When the leather met the side of her face, she screamed and rolled to her front, leaving the baron to place his boot upon the back of her head.

“YOU BRING A WIZARD TO MY HOME!” He beat her across the back. “YOU TREAT ME AS A FOOL!”

“No, father!” Agatha screamed and writhed.

“YOU HAVE FAILED ME!” he roared, striking her repeatedly.

Until finally the stick broke. The baron stood there, heaving breaths of air as Guard Agatha sobbed brokenly from her position on the floor. The things I had done in my life could be considered cruel. But they served a purpose. Every damn farmer I had murdered had their soul plucked and used to fuel my portal. Every demon to displease me was sent away chastened or retrained, to not do so again. This was simple pain for pleasure.

“Remain here until you can comport yourself as my daughter,” the baron spoke blandly, before storming out of the room.

Agatha curled into herself. I could see the fluctuations in her aura. The humiliation was almost as bad as the pain. Through her clothing, most of those strikes had only left bruises. The baron’s strikes were well placed and practiced. Practiced enough for me to realize that she had likely endured this treatment most of her life. Weak. Pathetic.

Like I had been weak and pathetic.

Before I could talk myself out of this, I padded my way over. In the silence of the underground room, she heard me coming. Her eyes, blurry and leaking from the tears rolling down her cheeks, blinked up at me.

“It’s you?” she tried to smile.

I stared at her for a few moments before shifting into my glorious, true form. The guard’s eyes went wide as she jerked away from me. Only to twist with pain as she strained the injuries across her back.

I held back my amusement. I had simply wished to kill her. This suffering was more than enough.
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DAPY

“Thank you doctor,” Efaris bowed to the man.

“Simply a healer, madam wizard.” the old man returned the bow. “He should remain in bed for at least a week. Do not move him at all if possible. Just gentle rolling so he doesn’t get sores.”

Efaris nodded. “I’ll do that.”

“You’ll have to bathe him in bed,” the old man nodded at her. “Don’t let him get up.”

“Of course,” Efaris nodded. “He’s in the best hands.”

“Wonderful,” the healer nodded. “Take care of yourself, Dapy. I’d rather not see you again.”

“Ah, doctor,” the baron’s cool voice echoed into my room. “There’s been a death on the grounds. I need a certificate. When you’re finished, there’s an important guest downstairs in need of attention.”

“At once, my lord,” the healer said in a quiet tone.

I listened to the steps of the old man as he left. He’d examined me rather well. Efaris and Guard Agatha had done a reasonable job setting my legs. All the healer had done was check everything and re-splint me without pants on. It wasn’t quite as comfortable as it was before, but now I could use the bathroom more easily. Something I felt the need for as the baron stepped into my room.

“Baron Springford.” Efaris bowed.

“Just checking on… my guest.” He stared at me.

“I appreciate the hospitality, my lord,” I gave a small bow.

“Were it not for your legs, you would be saying that from beneath my boot,” the baron narrowed his eyes.

“That is unbecoming of a man in your station, lord,” Efaris told the man.

“As is housing a bandit within my home,” The baron shook his head. “He broke into my home, stole from my coffers. And when I attempted to retrieve them, he stole produce from one of my farms and fled through a portal with the help of a wizard unlike yourself.”

“You can prove this, of course?” Efaris urged.

“I am the lord of this land, my word⁠—”

“Does not carry the burden of proof.” Efaris shook her head. “With all due respect, Baron Springford, but Dapy is in service to the crown. A simple accusation is not enough for a legal conviction.”

“Conviction only requires⁠—”

“The word of a member within high nobility or higher,” Efaris told the man. “While a barony is admirable, my lord, you would need the permission of your duke to prosecute farmer Dapy on your word alone.”

“I don’t know why you are protecting him,” the baron sneered. “But if I must trouble the duke in this matter, things will be monumentally more unpleasant when I get what I want.”

“That would be under your discretion, Baron Springford.” Efaris smiled politely. “Now, if you don’t mind. Dapy requires rest if he is to heal correctly.”

The baron looked like he wanted to say something but turned away in disgust.

“What time is the evening meal?” Efaris asked.

The baron froze, and made a small grunt, before storming out. Efaris waited for a moment before letting out a long sigh. She then pulled the door closed and turned to face me.

“I don’t think our stay here is going to be a nice one,” she said and bit her lip.

“With you and Kitty at my side, anywhere can be nice.” I smiled.

“Then you haven’t seen a dungeon,” Efaris said and shook her head. “Trust me. You don’t want to be in that situation.”

“I didn’t want to be in this situation,” I admitted. “Since we’re here, though?”

“I’ll talk to Kitty. I’m not versed in healing magic, but she was rather certain this could all be fixed.’

I nodded. Part of me was relieved. If something went wrong and he had to leave, well… that’d be easier if I had working legs. Even if it just meant walking through one of Efaris’s portals on my own.

Scritch, scritch, scritch.

Efaris frowned slightly. I looked at the door.

Scritch, scritch, scritch.

“Sounds like a cat,” Efaris frowned.

“Kitty?”

“Mrowl!”

Efaris rolled her eyes and opened the door, letting the pretty kitty dart into the room. She scurried across to the bed and hopped up beside me. Only to suddenly shift into her true form and grip my shoulders.

“Agatha is going to help us,” she hissed softly.

“What?” I frowned.

“Agatha,” Kitty licked her lips. “I spoke to her. She’s going to help us.”

“Really?” I looked at Efaris, who was staring at the two of us in mild shock.

“Really,” Kitty agreed and nodding her pretty head. “First, she’s going to suck your cock, though. Prove she’s loyal.”

I stared at my Kitty for a few moments and shook my head. “What?”


Chapter 4
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“I’m sorry. Can you repeat what the fuck you just said?” Efaris hissed at the demon.

Kitty turned and looked Efaris in the eye. “Agatha. The guard. She is going to help us. And to prove she has the mettle, she’s going to suck Dapy’s cock.”

I let out a sigh. “You can’t⁠—”

“Okay,” Efaris agreed.

“What?” My head jerked in her direction.

Both ladies looked at me. Kitty looked like she’d gotten some cream, while Efaris looked defiant as she met my eyes.

“What do you mean, what?” Efaris asked.

“Why are you going along with this?” I whined.

“I can’t think of any way to prove the loyalty of a noblewoman, than with her mouth around your cock, can you?” Efaris asked.

I blinked slowly and shook my head. “What if she⁠—”

“Not important,” Kitty waved off the question.

“It is to me.” I frowned. “And wouldn’t that be improper? Or a betrayal or… something?”

“Dapy,” Efaris chuckled. “It would be a betrayal to go out without our knowledge and bed women while hiding it from us.”

“To be fair, I wouldn’t be upset if you did that. A little more lust in your life would do you some good.” Kitty smirked.

“Opinions vary.” Efaris frowned at the nude catgirl. “But that’s beside the point. And there’s no way a noble lady would do what Kitty is suggesting, without it being a serious matter.”

“How would she be able to help?” I protested. “Do we even need her?”

“The moment the duke gets involved, my complaints will be overridden,” Efaris sighed. “You’ll be thrown into the dungeon, and I might be recalled to answer for my part in this.”

“If that happens, I burn this place to the ground and everyone in it,” Kitty vowed. “Nobody harms my human.”

“You’re a good kitty,” Efaris smirked.

“I’ve already killed a man,” Kitty chuckled. “I’m a demon, wizard. Don’t forget that.”

“You killed someone?” I frowned.

“He tried to kick me.” Kitty pouted. “I might have given him a little nudge, and he fell off the wall. It looked like an accident.”

I frowned at her. Part of me wanted to be mad that she’d killed someone. But that someone had tried to kick her. Did that make it self-defense? That was okay, wasn’t it?

“Probably best if you kept the random accidents to a minimum.” Efaris shook her head. “But that doesn’t matter for now. We need a plan.”

“I told you already, Agatha is going to suck his cock and then help us.” Kitty crossed her arms.

“But we don’t know what that help means,” Efaris pointed out. “Don’t get me wrong. It’s a great idea if it happens. I just don’t know⁠—”

Knock, knock.

Efaris paused and frowned. Kitty shifted back to her cat form and hopped up onto the bed beside me. Efaris pulled the blanket further up to my chest before making her way to the door. When she opened it, Agatha was on the other side, looking nervous.

“Umm… Is now a bad time?” the guard asked.

“That… depends,” Efaris stepped back slightly.

Agatha stepped into the room, looking from Efaris to me and then to Kitty, before shaking her head. “I must be losing my mind.”

Kitty shifted once more, going from curling up beside me to snuggling me, with her breasts jammed into my side.

“You’re not,” she grinned.

Agatha jerked in place and shut the door behind her. She had a look of panic but took a few deep breaths and calmed herself. “It’s real. It’s all real.”

“And so is this,” Kitty chuckled as she grabbed my penis beneath the blanket.

“Kitty!” I swatted her, but that only made her purr.

“This is really happening, isn’t it?” Agatha said, as she stared at the lump clutched between Kitty’s fingers. She turned and faced Efaris. “I’ve… I’ve heard from Kitty. But I need to hear it from you as well.”

“Hear what?” Efaris frowned.

“That you’ll protect me.” Agatha pleaded.

Efaris frowned and took Agatha by the shoulder. “What do you need protection from?”

“Him,” Agatha trembled. “I thought I’d be married by now. But he won’t. Father has strange tastes, and I’ve seen the way he looks at me.”

I stared in horror as she described the man. All I saw upon my meeting was a man more interested in power and governance than his lusts. His dealing with me was that of a man dealing with a child. He was willing to help, but only so far as it did not inconvenience him.

“Even now, I would wager he’s up in his rooms with a servant. They don’t stay here long. Some of them leave voluntarily… others…”

“You can prove this?” Efaris asked.

Agatha nodded. “I had no part in it. Nothing.”

“I believe you,” Efaris said, nodding.

“But our deal remains the same,” Kitty huffed from the bed.

“Kitty,” I pleaded softly. “This isn’t the time⁠—”

“Of course it is,” Kitty glared. “You forget, this could all be a ploy. A well-rehearsed act, as she tries to get what she wants out of us.”

“You’re the one who brought her here,” I pointed out.

“And I’m the one who’s ensuring she fulfills her end of the bargain.” Kitty turned her glare to the noblewoman dressed as a guard.

“I’ll do it.” Agatha wiped a stray tear from her eye. “It’s okay.”

Efaris let the guardswoman approach. Kitty meanwhile lightly jerked me through the blanket. I was uncomfortable, and quite unsure about all this. Injured as I was, though, there wasn’t much I could do other than voice my concerns. Which hadn’t gotten me very far.

“Can we talk about this?” I asked.

“Sure,” Kitty grinned. “Do you want me to drag you up so you’re sitting more comfortably? Or would you like her to suck your cock right where you are?”

I was speechless, and Agatha was already standing beside the bed. Her eyes drifted over me and I felt a measure of embarrassment before Kitty let out a soft hiss. “Those eyes of yours are not to reach above his navel,” she growled. “By doing this, you are in his service. Am I understood?”

I turned to snap at Kitty when Agatha cleared her throat. “Yes, mistress. Sorry, mistress.”

“Now apologize to Dapy, for looking at him with anything less than utter devotion.”

“I’m sorry, Sir,” Agatha trembled. “I did not mean to cause offense.”

“Tell her she’s forgiven,” Kitty whispered in my ear.

“I… ah… Forgive you,” I nervously told the noble.

“Now, what is it you desire?” Kitty asked.

“To prove my loyalty and earn protection from the monster that is my father.” Agatha was trembling by the time she said her last word.

“And how are you going to do so?” Kitty asked.

Agatha nervously licked her lips. “B-by sucking, D—Sir,” she corrected herself and glanced nervously at Kitty. “By sucking, Sir’s, cock.”

“This cock?” Kitty asked, yanking my blanket down.

I yelped, but that just made my legs ache, so I held still as Kitty grasped my penis and began to stroke. Agatha’s eyes widened at the sight of me before nodding.

“Yes, mistress.”

Efaris walked over to the bed and sat down beside me. She was calm but gave me a small smile. I wasn’t sure about any of this. But they seemed to understand what was going on without a problem.

“You may begin,” Kitty snickered and removed her hand.

“You don’t have to do this,” I insisted.

Agatha frowned, her eyes remained lowered. “Do I not please you, Sir?”

“That’s got nothing to do with what’s happening right now,” I assured her.

Agatha nodded and got on her knees beside the bed. She balanced on her elbows and pushed towards my lap. I’d had my penis in a woman’s mouth before and that traitorous little appendage stood at the ready.

“H-how?”

“What?” Kitty frowned.

Agatha grimaced and lowered her face to the mattress. “I don’t know how, mistress.”

“… Of course you don’t.” Kitty sighed. “Come closer.”

Agatha leaned in, and Kitty did as well. I now had two women, close enough I could feel small puffs of breath as they stared at me, twitching before them.

“This is a cock,” Kitty said in a firm tone.

“Yes, Mistress,” Agatha agreed.

“It is a tool of utter worship,” Kitty continued. “It shall bring you as much pleasure as you shall give in return.”

“Yes, mistress,” Agatha agreed, though she now looked confused.

“Do not be mistaken,” Kitty whispered. “There is no greater satisfaction than bringing a man to completion with your mouth alone.”

“I don’t know about that.” Efaris disagreed.

“Hush.” Kitty pointed at the wizard. “I am teaching.”

“You’re teaching her to be submissive,” Efaris pointed out.

“She is submissive,” Kitty purred. “Isn’t that right, Agatha?”

“I don’t know what that means in this context, mistress,” Agatha answered hesitantly.

“Dapy,” Kitty turned to me. “Gently reach out and stroke Agatha’s hair.”

“Are you⁠—”

“Dapy!” Kitty growled.

I did as she asked. Reaching down, Agatha trembled as my hand approached. She didn’t say anything, and I gently ran my fingers across the top of her head, stroking her hair down her back.

“See,” Kitty whispered. “Soft. Gentle. It’s nice, isn’t it?”

“Yes, mistress,” Agatha replied.

“Now, Dapy, when Agatha kisses your cock, you’re going to call her a good girl,” Kitty instructed.

“Okay?” I frowned, still stroking Agatha’s hair.

Agatha trembled slightly before leaning in. With nervous energy, she gave me an experimental kiss. Just a light peck, right on the side of my cock near the base. The moment her lips touched me, it twitched, and she pulled back.

“G-good girl,” I stammered a moment later.

“He wouldn’t have twitched if he didn’t like it,” Kitty observed.

Agatha nodded and leaned in to kiss my penis again. This time, it was a little firmer, and I stroked her hair as she pulled away. “Good girl.”

“Now a lick,” Kitty instructed.

“Yes mistress,” Agatha leaned in, sticking out her tongue.

It wasn’t much of a lick—more that she pressed her tongue to my erection and lifted off again. But I caught the look from Kitty and nodded. “Good girl.”

“Like this,” Kitty whispered, before leaning in and licking up the side of my shaft. Pressing her tongue firmly against me as she licked from base to tip.

“G-good Kitty,” I mumbled.

Kitty grinned and Agatha leaned in. Her tongue was softer, and she lacked the determination of Kitty, but her tongue slathered up the opposite side before she pulled away.

“Good girl,” I stroked Agatha’s hair.

“Now a combination of the two,” Kitty tilted her head and gave a sucking kiss at the halfway point. Her tongue wrapped around the underside, and she purred softly as she suckled for a few moments. When she pulled away, Agatha was starry-eyed and leaned in right away.

“Oh,” I grunted at Agatha’s soft, inexperienced mouth, before I tensed as I felt her teeth.

“Uh, uh.” Kitty bopped Agatha on the nose with a finger. “No teeth.”

“Sorry mistress.” Agatha shifted and mouthed my shaft more like how Kitty had. I twitched with pleasure and this time Agatha didn’t stop.

“G-good girl,” I trembled.

“See that,” Kitty whispered. “You’re making him feel so good right now.”

“Mhm,” Agatha moaned.

Which in turn made me moan.

Kitty chuckled and leaned in. I now had two mouths wrapped around me. From my perspective, the two of them were kissing. Agatha moaned again as Kitty purred. Their lips met and their tongues danced. My penis trapped between them.

“Good girls,” I muttered as I stroked both of their heads.

Kitty let out a purr and pulled away to whisper into Agatha’s ear. The noblewoman’s eyes went wide, and she gave a small nod. And then she began to rise. That same sucking sensation traveled up my erection. Right to the tip, which made me moan again. Agatha’s eyes crinkled in amusement as I stroked her head.

“Good girl,” I said, barely remembering to praise her.

Kitty, remaining where she was, reached up and placed her hand around the back of Agatha’s neck. With a gentle pull, Agatha slid down my erection. Her mouth widened, as her eyes did, and her tongue continued to slather around me.

“G-good girl,” I blurted, before gasping as Kitty tugged Agatha down once more. “Good girl!”

I reached down. Taking Kitty’s ear in one hand, as I tightened my grip on Agatha’s hair, with the other. Neither of them let up. Kitty sucked along the side, while Agatha sucked and bobbed at the tip. I twitched again and again. Desperately, I tried to hold still so I didn’t aggravate my legs. But there was nothing I could do.

“Now for the best part,” Kitty pulled back and smirked. “Look at him, pet.”

Agatha looked up at me, she continued bobbing up and down on the bulbous head, groaning as she sucked and slurped on it.

“This is your moment,” Kitty whispered. “His life, in your hands. He would do anything for you right now.”

“Kitty,” I grunted.

“But that is not the way,” Kitty said, grasping my length in one warm hand.

“Kitty,” I grunted again as she slowly stroked me as Agatha continued to suck on me.

“This isn’t about you,” Kitty continued, ignoring me entirely. “This is about him, and how he feels.” Agatha frowned slightly, and Kitty let out a chuckle. “Feel his hand,” she hissed. “The gentle possession he has over you. There is no pain, no suffering. He begs for you with his body, and you worship him with yours. As is the way of things.”

I was so close. I slumped back, tightening my grip on Agatha’s hair.

“To worship is to receive,” Kitty whispered.

I jerked and grunted as I felt the first rope of my seed pulse into Agatha’s mouth. She jerked for a moment, but didn’t get far with my fingers in her hair. That hesitation only lasted a moment before she resumed her pace of sucking and bobbing. I groaned as I unloaded pulse after pulse into her mouth. The whole time, she sucked and cleaned me with her tongue, until finally, Kitty pried my hands free, and Agatha relented.

“Savor it,” Kitty urged the noblewoman. “Taste it.”

“Mmm.”

“Wait,” Kitty urged her softly.

I took a deep breath and looked down at the two of them. Kitty was holding Agatha on her knees, while the noblewoman’s cheeks were slightly puffed like she had something in her mouth.

“Now.” Kitty smirked, her eyes blazing in anticipation.

Agatha visibly swallowed, and I realized exactly what had just happened. The noble then looked down as if shamed, and Kitty gave me a pointed look.

“Th-thank you,” I murmured. “That… was wonderful.”

Agatha reached up and wiped a small tear from her eye. I worried that this had gone wrong. Despite Kitty’s calm demeanor, I couldn’t tell a person’s aura, and all I could see were tears.

“I’m glad,” Agatha sniffed. “Thank you, sir.”
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“Can you explain that whole thing to me?” I asked.

With the blowjob over, Agatha had given herself a tidy up, before Kitty had shifted into her cat form and followed her from the room. Leaving me alone with Efaris, who had remained silent at my side for a few minutes.

“I think Kitty was making a point,” Efaris sighed.

“What kind of point?” I asked. “That was way too much.”

“Was it though?” Efaris frowned as she lay on my shoulder. “You probably couldn’t see it. But her eyes lit up like the stars, every time you called her a good girl.”

“Did they?” I frowned.

“I think Agatha’s situation is worse in ways she doesn’t understand. It’s… troubling to hear how her father treats her. Worse when I think about the reasons and his proclivities.” Efaris shuddered. “I imagine that woman grew up in a world where her only positive interaction with anyone was in the form of not receiving negativity.”

“Negativity?” I frowned.

“She winced after getting on her knees and bending over.” Efaris shook her head. “If I had to guess, she’s been whipped recently.

“Whipped!” I snapped.

Efaris hushed me with a hand on my mouth before nodding. “I think so. Kitty said that her father had done something downstairs. Kitty can be cruel, but I didn’t take her for actual torture. It’s the only thing that makes sense in my mind.”

“But wasn’t that almost what I was just doing?” I frowned. “I pulled her hair!”

Efaris covered my mouth again, though her smile brightened despite her actions and she let out a giggle. “A bit of hair pulling isn’t the same as being on the receiving end of a whip, Dapy.”

“But—”

“And reacting this way just proves to us that you wouldn’t do that to her anyway,” Efaris pointed out.

“I wouldn’t have done it at all,” I protested and crossed my arms.

“Well, now that you have, what did you think?” Efaris asked.

“Doesn’t matter,” I huffed. “It’s over now.”

Efaris giggled and shook her head. “I keep forgetting how new you are to all this.”

“All what?”

“People.” She sighed. “Nobles put a lot of effort into training themselves. There’s a reason they’re all so cold and aloof. If they let their emotions get the better of them, people can read their auras easier.”

“I can’t see auras,” I muttered.

“And that’s the part I find amusing,” Efaris snickered. “If you could, you’d have seen how much she enjoyed herself.”

“Really?”

Efaris nodded. “How much do you want to bet that Kitty offers to let her suck you every time she does something useful?”

“That’s… no.” I frowned.

Efaris shrugged. “Well, between you and me. I figure it will happen. And sooner than you think, Agatha will be showing up here without Kitty every time she feels the need to be told she’s a good girl.”

“That’s so degrading,” I muttered.

“Yes.” Efaris’s smirk was knowing. “But also no. She’s a grown woman, Dapy. And I get the feeling she can actually use that blade of hers, despite her lack of success catching those deer on the farm.”

“If she’s good with her blade, why doesn’t she just leave?” I frowned.

“Same reason she let Kitty control how she sucked your cock.” Efaris sighed. “Some people in this world find their release in certain ways. Some drink, others gamble, some fight and some get creative.”

“That doesn’t make any sense,” I pointed out. “None of that was power.”

“No, it was the opposite,” Efaris agreed. “Agatha’s life is likely one of strict control. One with no reward, no end, no benefit to her.”

“And how was what happened here any better?”

Efaris smiled. “You called her a good girl.”

“That’s it?”

“It’s progress,” Efaris nodded. “She’s probably never been told that before. And you told her several times, while gently stroking her hair, while giving her positive attention.”

“She’s not some dog that I can train,” I said, my brows lowering in a frown.

“You’d be surprised how easy people are to train. A bit of positive reinforcement will get anyone to do just about anything.” Efaris shrugged, unperturbed.

“You’re terrifying, you know that?” I said.

“Yes,” Efaris nodded. “But I’m also madly in love with you, and at least until she gets more practice, I can suck cock better than Agatha can.”

I slumped back on the bed and rolled my eyes.
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KITTY

“So, tell me,” I whispered as I heard Dapy and Efaris’s muffled voices behind the closed door. I guided Agatha towards the heated bathwater. My tail flicked back and forth as I waited for Agatha’s response. Her emotions called to me. It didn’t take long before she answered.

“Awful,” Agatha trembled.

“Oh?”

“He’s a farmer,” she frowned. “A peasant, playing in dirt. Dirty, disgusting, and wrong in every way.”

I smirked. “You seemed madder about his station in life than you are about the quality of his cock.”

Agatha blushed and shook her head. “I don’t want to think about it.”

“You should though,” I pointed out. “That’s why I’m here.”

“You didn’t have to,” she sighed as she slipped out of her clothing.

My eyes drifted over the welts crisscrossing her back. It wasn’t the fresh ones that caught my eye, though. It was the old ones. The slight yellow stain from bruises several weeks old. Intersecting with small, pale scars, from where her flesh had been rent open in years past. I enjoyed toying with my prey, but this was barbaric, even for me.

“Shut up,” I said.

Agatha froze and gave me a hurt look. I stared right back before taking her hand. She accepted sullenly as I brought her to the bath. “You argue too much,” I whispered.

“Father beats me⁠—”

“So, when you are around others, you act imperiously and with a harshness that does not belong to you,” I interrupted. “I am not your father. Nor are you. Nor is Dapy, Efaris, or the others at the farm.”

Agatha frowned. “If… you’re a cat…”

I could see her mind thinking over the events that occurred with her tent and gear. “General Vozrok, or as Dapy has called her, Heify. Yes,” I chuckled.

“I meant the crow,” Agatha gasped. “Are you telling me that damn cow is another of your kind?”

I smirked and gave a shrug. “Understand how we see things, pet. We had a good thing going on when you showed up.”

“My father⁠—”

“Is the cause of all this. Yes, I know,” I mumbled. “That’s for after. Right now, this is about you.”

“Me?”

“Yes,” I sighed. “So how was it?”

“I already told you⁠—”

“No,” I cut her off and urged her to get in the bath, while I knelt down behind her. “Don’t worry about inconsequential things,” I whispered as she settled in the water. “How did it make you feel?”

“Wrong.”

“Wrong?” I paused. “You’re aware that Dapy can’t see your aura, correct?”

“I am, yes.” She frowned, staring at the steaming water in front of her.

“That distinction does not apply to me,” I growled in her ear. “If you cannot be honest with me, at least be honest with yourself. It harms nobody to simply admit that which you desire.”

“But it’s wrong.”

“Of course it’s wrong,” I chuckled. “I’m a demon. I could wring your neck, pop your head off then go do the same to your father and walk out of here with Dapy over my shoulders, whistling a merry tune as I did it. But nothing brings me greater pleasure than the sensation of his warm cock filling my body.”

“You’re unhinged⁠—”

“I’m honest,” I chuckled. “I want you to be the same.”

We sat in silence for a time. I traced my fingers along her shoulders before starting a gentle massage. Agatha made a noise of complaint, but I hissed softly and began my work, regardless. There wasn’t much I could do about the scars, but the bruising was simple enough. I worked my power into her flesh as I rubbed and eased the ache.

“What are you doing to me?” Agatha asked.

“Helping,” I muttered. “As I have from the moment I revealed myself to you.”

“I thought you were going to kill me when you changed,” Agatha joked.

“I was.”

Agatha froze. “You were?”

“I was serious when I said I could wring your neck.” I shrugged. “I changed my mind.”

“Because you saw my father whip me?”

“Because I saw a monster and learned that my enemy was simply another victim,” I growled. “Now lean forward. I need to get this bruising.”

“Bruise… what are you doing?” Agatha twisted around. She glared at me, before reaching behind her shoulder and prodded at herself. “It doesn’t hurt.”

“There’s still some bruising.” I frowned. “Now turn around.”

“What… why?”

“Because that’s what we’re supposed to do.” I frowned at her. Paying attention to her aura, there was no fear there. Confusion aplenty, and earlier, a healthy dose of lust that had spiked with my human’s cock in her mouth. But right now, no fear. “May I finish?”

Agatha nodded and turned around once more. I got to work, rubbing her back. And this time, I could tell she was paying attention.

“So, what was your favorite part of it?” I asked.

Agatha let out a long sigh and shook her head. “I’m not sure.”

“Not sure?” I asked, working away the rest of her hurts.

“There was the first time he… he called me a good girl,” Agatha admitted.

“What else?” I prodded her gently.

“The look in his eye. When I swallowed.”

“Would you like to see it again?”
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“Baron Springford has what now?” Duke Carson stared at the messenger.

“A royal wizard.” The man shifted nervously from foot to foot. “She says she’s here on behalf of a farmer who slighted the baron.”

“A pathetic excuse,” the duke frowned. “He must have let something slip.”

“I wouldn’t know, my lord,” the messenger bowed. “But I did as you asked, and I came right away as soon as something important happened.”

“You did,” the duke agreed. “Unfortunately for us both, that’s where your usefulness runs its course.”

“My lord?” The man froze.

A crossbow bolt took him in the chest. The man staggered back, grasping the metal shaft as he tried to process what was happening. He was just a house servant to the baron. The man’s daughter fell ill. A bit of gold in the right hand, along with a message from the duke himself, got the girl medicine. And the man came like a whipped dog to report the first sign of trouble he found.

“We’ll have to move quickly,” the duke murmured as the man fell to his knees, gasping like a dying fish. “Send a team. Someone quiet. The king won’t notice. That stupid casus belli of his will vanish and so will his problems.”

“P-please!” the dying man gasped.

The duke let out a sigh. “Someone fetch a damn sword.”


Chapter 5



ALLMIRON

The evening air was cool and pleasant on my feathers. The constantly shifting breeze was only an idle distraction. Not enough to ease the aching between my legs as I watched the auras in that room explode. Dapy. That beautiful little human was having the time of his life down there with the guard. Her aura shone like a beacon. Pleasure like she had never experienced before. Hopefully, the humans down there couldn’t pick it up. Demons were so much better at spotting the subtleties of an aura.

Auras, like the young lady, bent over a saddle stand in the barn. One of the stable hands covering her mouth to muffle her cries. The shifting, murky disgust of the chambermaid, emptying a pot over the balcony where Lord Sagroth entered earlier. Then the pulsing slow boredom of the man digging a hole by the back wall for the corpse of the man my prince killed.

Those auras were the only thing I could make out as I flew overhead. The darkness of the night wasn’t a problem for demonic eyes but twisted into the shape of a legless crow—I had the unfortunate problem of excellent vision in the daylight, while poor in the dark. My job this evening was simply to watch for danger. Auras of violence and death were easy to spot from above. Which is why it caught my eye from the forest near the manor.

I turned slowly, catching a breeze that raised me in the sky without having to beat my wings. Flying was fun. It didn’t take long to learn. These bodies were built for it, and by copying what I could see, it was a quick thing to pick up. I just had to watch out for larger birds. There were a few dead eagles already, thinking they had an easy dinner until it was too late.

None of that mattered right now as I winged my way towards what I had seen. The figures darted through the trees. Half a dozen of them. They were moving quickly and quietly on foot. Moving in the dark where they wouldn’t be spotted easily, their auras pulsed with malicious intent. I swooped lower, as low as I dared to avoid the nearby trees. I could hear muffled clanking, like they wore light armor, and padded it to not rattle as they moved.

Before I could come to a decision on what to do about them, they broke the cover of the trees. It was sudden, and they moved at a sprint. Crossing the land between the trees and the manor as quickly as possible. I could see the glow of the torches from the guards manning the walls. They weren’t alert, though. This wasn’t wartime. Nobody expected an attack. Not here.

The closest guard wasn’t even facing outward. Not that it would have changed much. The metallic clanking of his own armor muffled the approaching attack. When the group paused, I couldn’t see what they were doing. But I did see the soldier suddenly collapse, with a crossbow buried in his neck. His silent, agonized gasp the only sound that night as the men scaled the wall with ropes.

“My lord will need to hear of this.” I turned and hurried back to the manor.
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KITTY

The girl was not enjoying herself. That much was obvious, but that was likely the point. She was young, attractive, and wearing a wig that made her look suspiciously like Agatha as she writhed on the bed. Clutched in her hand was a small pouch filled with coins. She clung to it like a lifeline as the baron… I sighed. Using that hole without lubricant was as painful for the penetrator as it was for the penetrated.

This was all some power play by a man without the moral culpability to use that power effectively. This woman, while not enjoying herself, was where she wanted to be. The coins in her hand were enough to buy her compliance and her silence when the time came. How she’d fare long term after this abuse was anyone’s guess.

“I don’t want to kill her though,” I growled. “She’s worked too hard to end up dead in this bastard’s clutches.”

“Hmm?” The baron frowned and turned.

“Meow, you disgusting pig,” I spat at him.

“Cat?” the baron frowned at me, clearly unable to hear me as I intended.

“Going to claw your eyes out,” I told him. “While you’re alive. I’ll do it slowly, so I can show you with one eye how I remove the other.”

“When did we get a cat?” the baron looked down at the woman he was banging.

Not that she could answer, with her own underwear shoved into her mouth, bound in place with a thick piece of rope.

“Shoo!” the baron yelled at me.

“And what if I don’t?” I growled.

The baron yanked himself violently from the girl, making her yelp. He picked up a glass decanter and hauled back to throw it as a crow burst through the open window, cawing loudly. The baron, taken by surprise, yelped and fell back, smashing the decanter and soaking himself in wine.

“Attack!” Allmiron yelled. “There’s an attack!”

Ignoring the cursing man and the whimpering servant dressed as his daughter, I made my way to the window and leaped out onto the sill. Allmiron swooped out behind me and over the wall, where I spotted a pair of figures discussing something.

“DAMN ANIMALS!” the baron shouted behind us.

I chuckled and jumped over to the next windowsill and made my way around to the back of the manor where the wall was closest. And that was where I spotted the first body. A guard, neck cut and glassy eyed where he’d bled out on the wall. A single bloody boot print on the stonework and… Another on the railing where he’d landed to get into the manor, via the same way I had.

“They’re inside.” I froze.
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DAPY

Thump.

I sat up and Efaris blinked as she sat up beside me, rubbing her face like someone who had just awoken. “What was that?”

“I’m not sure,” I frowned. “It was all quiet until⁠—”

CRASH!

“Oh, fuck my life,” Efaris huffed as she got up and grabbed her shoes.

After the events earlier this evening with Agatha, we’d spent a few tender moments together. How I got so lucky I have no idea. It didn’t go far. Some cuddling, a few tender kisses and as she curled into my side, I held her close, and she must have drifted off.

A scream echoed from outside and Efaris swore again, kicking off the shoe she had only mostly gotten on in the first place. “No time,” she hissed and ran to the door.

Right as it burst open.

The edge of the door struck Efaris in the head, knocking her back with a yelp. A yelp that cut off immediately as the wizard fell back, hitting her head on the floor.

“EFARIS!”

“Shut it, boy!” the intruder snarled.

He was dressed in a cloak, with armor bound in rags. The short sword in his hand was coated in blood. He scanned the room as he moved in, as if checking to see if there was anyone else in here.

“You hit her!” I accused him.

He stared at me. “What are you going to do about it?”

I froze. “N-nothing,” I muttered. “My legs are broken.”

“Then shut up and let me get this over with.” he shook his head and raised that sword.

I wanted to scream. To shout. I desperately wanted Kitty, Heify, or even that lovely crow, Allmiron, to come to Efaris’s rescue. I didn’t care that he was coming after me next. Only for the woman on the floor, laying limply as her soon-to-be killer loomed overhead with a raised sword.

None of them came, though. Instead, it was Agatha.

“Don’t even think about it!”

“What?” The man whirled and swung his blade up to block the overhead swing about to brain him.

That block wasn’t enough to stop Agatha’s foot, cracking up between his legs and staggering him.

“BITCH!”

“You dare!” she screamed as she charged.

Whatever pain the man was in, he must have been well trained. The look on his face was thunderous, but he raised his blade and deflected Agatha’s next swing. She didn’t act like it was a problem, lunging forward with a stab. The man twisted to the side and swung his sword backwards at Agatha’s neck. She ducked the blade and brought her own up to take his arm. Only to miss his fist, that cracked into the side of her skull.

“Not bad,” he said with a salacious grin, as Agatha staggered back a few steps. “Shame I have to kill you. Be nicer to play with you first.”

Agatha’s eyes narrowed and, if anything, she was angrier now than she was when she first arrived. The soldier cackled as Agatha swung her sword overhead. The blow was, even to Dapy’s eyes, well telegraphed. Something the soldier took advantage of, stepping in close as he caught her arm, placing him nose to nose with the young noblewoman.

Her left hand moved. I barely saw the knife she plucked from a hidden fold in her shirt until it slipped into the man’s side.

“FUCK!” He roared, pulling back as a spurt of blood escaped the wound. “BITCH!”

Agatha smirked as she gave her sword a twirl. There was a blur of movement and a furious Kitty appeared by my window. She grabbed the assailant by the cloak and hauled him backward out the window. The man let out a cry, followed by a heavy crunch on the ground below.

“Mistress,” Agatha sighed in relief.

“Pet,” Kitty cupped her chin and raised her chin, before frowning. “You’re injured.”

“Just a bruise,” Agatha tried to down play it.

Kitty let out a small hiss and stroked the woman’s cheek. I could see the red swelling reduce immediately, before Kitty turned and looked around the room.

“You saved my human, pet.” Kitty nodded. “You will be rewarded.”

“Thank you, mistress. I’m sorry I didn’t get here sooner.”

Kitty nodded and hurried to Efaris’s side. She tutted softly, scooping the wizard into her arms.

“Is she okay?” I asked.

“Fractured skull, probably bleeding inside,” Kitty said absently.

“Efaris,” I froze. “No⁠—”

“I can fix it.” Kitty’s eyes snapped up as she set Efaris on the foot of the bed. “Don’t worry.”

“Please?” I said, trembling at the thought of losing her.

“Get the door, pet. Bar it if you can,” Kitty instructed the guard.

Agatha turned and hurried to the door. There wasn’t a lock, so she closed it and turned to grab a chair, when the door burst open once more. It struck her on the shoulder and Agatha fell to her side.

“NOT NOW!” Kitty roared as she lunged for the man who had burst in.

He was dressed like the last, and his surprise turned to shock, and then fear, as Kitty’s hand closed around his neck.

“Avert your eyes, scum,” she snarled as she squeezed.

His legs scrambled on the floor. Kitty wasn’t tall enough to lift him entirely off the ground. He kicked out at her, but it sounded like he’d stomped his foot on the floor by accident. Not budging Kitty in the least. When his sword whipped around, she caught his wrist. A horrible snapping sound followed as she crushed the bones. His sword clattered to the floor before Kitty snarled and tightened her grip on his neck.

Agatha let out a peep as his body collapsed, leaving Kitty clutching the man’s head with the crushed flesh of his neck. His eyes spun wildly for a moment, before going dull and lifeless.

“You actually did it,” Agatha whimpered.

“You thought me a liar?” Kitty asked. Agatha quickly shook her head, and Kitty gave an impetuous nod. “Then jam this door closed already.”

Agatha scrambled to do as she was instructed, while Kitty hurried back to the bed. Her face screwed up in concentration as she touched Efaris’ face. My heart clenched as I watched and waited. It eased when I saw Efaris pull a face, her eyes still closed.

“Efaris?”

She fell limp again, and Kitty frowned.

“What’s wrong with her, Kitty?”

“Nothing,” Kitty answered. “What happened was rather nasty. No doubt she’s sleeping to recover from it.”

“Didn’t you heal her?” I asked.

“I repaired the physical damage. The mental strain on her body would have been far more severe.”

I frowned. “She’s going to be okay, won’t she?”

“Of course,” Kitty smiled. “She just needs some rest. In the meantime, though,” Kitty turned to me. “This place has gone to shit. So, let’s get you fixed up, shall we?”

“You could fix him from the start?” Agatha choked as she fit the chair under the door handle.

“First warning, pet,” Kitty glared at her. “Make it to three affirmations and no orgasms for a week.”

“W-what?” Agatha frowned.

“I’ll rephrase that,” Kitty turned and looked her in the eye. “I’m going to bring you to the brink of orgasm, right to the edge of release. And leave you there. Daily.”

“B-but…” Agatha trembled. “I’m sorry Mistress.”

“You’re a good girl,” Kitty smiled. “But you’re untrained. That’s something that will change.”

“Yes mistress,” Agatha nodded. “I will improve, mistress.”

“Good.” Kitty nodded. “Now think of three things you like about yourself, so I can write them on you later.”

Agatha froze in shock as Kitty turned back to me and crawled up on the bed. “Now, Dapy. Let’s get you walking again.”
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“Are you okay?”

Agatha flinched and turned to look at me. “Sorry, what did you ask?”

“Just if you were okay?” I smiled kindly.

Truthfully, since having my legs healed, I felt wonderful. Being cramped up in bed all the time had me feeling worse than I actually was. With Kitty fixing my legs, I was able to get up, and Kitty, being Kitty, took the warm spot and promptly fell asleep. Since the first and second attack, nobody had come near the door, though there had been several more screams from inside the building. I didn’t know what was going on, but Allmiron was out there still and as far as I could tell, we were just waiting for things to quiet down before we left to go on our way. At least… unless Efaris woke up.

“Sorry,” Agatha sighed, before grimacing. “Sir.”

“You don’t need to call me sir.” I shook my head.

“Yes, I do, sir,” Agatha muttered. “I don’t want to upset Mistress.”

“She’s just a kitty,” I waved off the concern.

“To you maybe. To me, she’s… Look, things… things are bad… Not just the people killing everyone inside the manor.” As she said that, someone let out a piercing scream, making the two of us freeze for a moment. “But before all this and… Mistress made me a deal, and I’m not about to cross a demon.”

“What if I helped?” I offered.

“You… you did,” Agatha said in a soft tone. “Just… right now, I have a lot on my mind.”

“Like?” I fished, trying to distract myself from this terrible situation.

“Mistress said to think of three things I liked about myself,” she sighed.

“That shouldn’t be hard,” I frowned. “You’re beautiful.”

Of all things, I didn’t expect Agatha to choke. Literally. She inhaled so hard, something caught in her throat, and she let out a series of rasping coughs before I came over to pat her back.

“W-what?” Agatha spat as she frowned at me.

“Patting on the back can help when someone is⁠—”

“No,” Agatha frowned and shook her head. “Sir. Sorry. I just… What did you say before?”

“When I said that you were beautiful?” I asked.

Agatha took a deep breath and nodded. “Okay, this is making more sense now.”

“What?”

She smirked and shook her head. “Don’t worry about it, sir.”

“I feel like I should,” I pointed out.

Before I could insist on an explanation, the fluttering of wings burst through the window. Allmiron shifted into her humanoid form, landing hard on the floor, as she didn’t have a clear spot to land. Skidding along the floorboards, she thumped up against a wardrobe as Agatha drew her blade.

“Stop!” I threw out my hand before hurrying over to the legless woman’s side. “Allmiron, are you okay?”

“Dapy?” She frowned before gasping. “You’re healed!”

“Yes, I’m healed,” I grunted. “Now, are you okay?—”

“That means you can fuck me!”

There was a soft snort from the bed and when I looked over, Kitty was smirking at the two of us. “Don’t push your luck. There’s a line forming and you’re not in first place.”

Allmiron pouted but gave a small nod before straightening. “The manor is on fire!”

“What?” I jerked back.

Kitty sniffed and frowned. “I can smell smoke, but thought it was a fireplace burning low.”

“It’s coming from below, on the other side of the manor,” Allmiron insisted.

“The stairs,” Agatha gasped.

Kitty grimaced and hurried over to the door. Agatha was a moment behind, drawing her blade, which made Kitty pause.

“Sorry, Mistress,” Agatha replaced it once again.

“No, no, take it out. Preparedness is good. Add that to your reward later,” Kitty said.

Agatha frowned and nodded slowly as Kitty removed the chair and opened the door. A pale cloud floated through the open doorway and the overwhelming scent of burned wood filled the room.

“Kitty, we need to get out.” I frowned, looking at Efaris’s unconscious form.

“Allmiron, you’re with Dapy. I’ll take Efaris. Agatha, you get us out of here,” Kitty snapped.

I frowned, not wanting to be away from Efaris, but the ease at which Kitty tossed the unconscious woman over her shoulder made me pause my complaints. Instead, I had a very cuddly crow clutched to my chest as we hurried from the room. Agatha went first, with me following behind. Kitty was at the rear in case we needed to fight in retreat.

Agatha hurried to the stairs, but the flames were already trickling up from below.

“We’re not going this way,” she frowned.

“Humans,” Kitty huffed. “Where then?”

“Servant’s passage,” Agatha turned and brought us down the hall we’d come from. There was a railing of sorts, more decorative than anything, but she gave it a pull and a hidden wall opened. It was a very narrow walkway behind it, and there was plenty of smoke, but so far, our best chance.

“Quickly,” Agatha covered her nose with her shirt and went in. The corridor seemed to run the length of the rooms, including where I had stayed with Efaris, before a narrow staircase went down a level. The smoke was thick here, and when we reached the bottom, Agatha froze.

When I saw the reason, I let out a soft grunt. The door leading out was obvious. Obvious, because it was glowing at the edges as the fire burned directly behind it.

“What’s going on?” Kitty asked from the stairs.

“Check the rooms,” Agatha grunted and turned down the other corridor. The first room we reached was blocked. Something heavy was behind the door. And shoving it opened it enough we could see utter destruction and body parts beyond. Leaving it for now, we moved to the next room. This opened clearly, where a maid had been gutted and left to die in the middle of the room. Unfortunately, the entrance to that room smoked like the door that would have led us straight out.

“If this one is burning, the other is too,” Agatha frowned. “I have an idea, but… It might be a bad one.”

“Will it get you squishy humans out of this fire?” Kitty grunted from behind us. “I could break down walls, but I worry that would collapse the building atop us.”

“I think so,” Agatha nodded.

And once again, we were back in the servants’ passage. To my surprise, we went back up. Straight past where we came in, and to another set of stairs leading further up. The smoke here was bad and by the time Agatha opened a door we were all coughing. The room beyond was…

“Oh.” Kitty frowned.

“What is this?” I asked as I looked over the room.

It was part living area and part dungeon. A massive wooden cross with shackles leaned up against the wall. There were two more men dressed like the one’s downstairs, dead in the middle of the room. Alongside a maid wearing…

“She looks like⁠—”

“I know,” Agatha said.

Which was when the woman twitched. I frowned and hurried over. She’d been run through, and her skin was both sweaty and cold. But she blearily opened her eyes as I touched her.

“No,” she moaned.

“Kitty!” I snapped.

“Not another one⁠—”

“KITTY!” I whirled.

Kitty grumbled as she hurried over and slapped her hand over the wound. The girl let out a soft moan of pain before falling limp.

“Here.” I held Allmiron out to Agatha, who moved over and took the girl by the arm.

“I have her,” Agatha murmured, picking the girl up, while leaving the wig behind on the floor. “Come on.”

I frowned but pulled Allmiron close once again. The crow let out a soft caw, and I shrugged at the unasked question I’m sure was there.

Agatha led us to the back of the room, where an odd protrusion in the wall beside the fireplace stood out. She reached for a small chip in the wall, but while carrying the servant girl, she couldn’t quite reach it.

“Here.” I hurried over and looked.

The chip wasn’t quite a chip. More of a handle now I was close enough to see it. I grabbed it and gave a tug, feeling something click into place.

“Now pull,” Agatha told me.

I nodded and gave it a tug. The stone shifted, and I blinked in shock as a door opened up, showing a very narrow twisting staircase leading back down. And this time there was no smoke. That was all the confirmation we needed, and I led the way, with Agatha behind me.

The stairs were narrow, and we took our time descending into darkness. This was clearly some kind of escape route, but where it led, I didn’t know. There was a point where I could feel a lot of heat coming from the wall and it wasn’t hard to guess we were passing by the fire itself. I just hoped nobody was burned by touching the wall and called out to the others to be careful.

We continued down, deeper below the manor, before finally I spotted a light coming from below.

“There’s a torch,” I called softly.

“Who’s there?!”

“No,” Agatha squeaked.

I was about to stop when a familiar face appeared where the light was. The baron was shocked, and then furious. “YOU!”

“Ah!” I yelped as he grabbed me by the shirt and yanked.

Allmiron cawed loudly as she took to the air, shooting into the small room beyond. It was cramped. Little more than a bolt hole with no exit. A bed, some crates and what looked like a place to relieve yourself. All of that I took in as the baron threw me to the floor.

“HOW DID YOU FIND ME!”

“FATHER!”

The baron whirled. “Agatha?” He gaped as she came down the stairs. Then his expression twisted as he spotted the maid slung over her shoulder. “Why did you bring her for?”

“She was badly wounded.” Agatha frowned as she stepped clear of the stairs.

“She was supposed to be dead,” the baron sighed. “Set her down. I’ll do her properly.”

“You what?” I gasped.

“Then I’ll deal with you,” the baron glared at me. “Sneaky little shit. Pretending you have broken legs. I bet you’re involved with what’s happened upstairs, aren’t you?” He demanded. “What did you tell him?”

“Tell who?” I asked my brows furrowed in confusion.

The baron shook his head and advanced on his daughter. “Put her down already. Sooner I do this, the sooner I can make that fucking peasant squeal.”

“He squeals quite nicely if you suck just right,” Kitty hissed, in a voice devoid of light or compassion.

The baron turned as the nude catgirl came down the stairs with Efaris still slung over her shoulder.

“What in the devil?”

“Not quite,” she snarled, before kicking the baron in the knee.

The joint reversed, and his screams echoed through the room. Kitty carried Efaris over to the bed and set her down, while Agatha stood frozen by the entrance.

“WHAT ARE YOU DOING!” the baron roared. “KILL HER!”

“B-but⁠—”

“YOU’RE AS USELESS AS YOUR FUCKING MOTHER!” the baron screamed. “SHE HAS BROKEN MY LEG! KILL HER! KILL HER RIGHT FUCKING NOW!”

Agatha turned to Kitty and started walking. Kitty opened her arms as if to embrace what was about to happen. I wanted to step in between them, but Allmiron landed before me, shifting back to her human form, just to hold me in place. Agatha stopped before Kitty, and lowered the servant girl, before Kitty gently took her.

“Thank you, Mistress,” Agatha sniffed as she drew her knife once more.

Before turning to her father.

“MY MOTHER WAS A WONDERFUL WOMAN!” Agatha screamed, before charging the baron, who responded only with a shocked expression.

Agatha’s booted foot crashed into his chest, knocking him flat. She then fell on him with a scream of primal rage. The baron squealed like a stuck pig as she plunged the knife into his gut. Yanking it free, she howled as she repeated the gesture.

Repeatedly.

Arcs of blood scattered about. The baron flailed helplessly. His screams turned to begging. His cries for mercy turned to agonal moaning until finally she plunged the knife between his ribs, striking his heart. The baron jerked, and Agatha twisted it, making him jerk once more before yanking it free. I watched as the Baron twitched and finally relaxed.

Before I knew what was going on, I had the woman in my arms. She cried into my shoulder, clinging to me, and I said the only thing that came to mind.

“Good girl,” I said and stroked her hair. “You’re a good girl.”


Chapter 6



DAPY

“The heat is getting weaker,” Kitty grunted.

I gave a slow nod. The bed was small. Efaris had stirred briefly before falling back asleep beside the servant girl. I was still worried about them, but then… I was also worried about Agatha. Despite our rocky start, after checking Efaris, I sat down against the wall furthest from the baron’s corpse. Agatha lay down as well. With her head on my lap, I did what was natural and slowly stroked her hair. The poor thing had gone to sleep.

I didn’t know what that meant. Then again, after stabbing her own father to death in a hidden basement while your house burned down… It was at times like this I wished I could read auras. At least then I’d know how bad things were. Right now, she was cute as a kitten… not that I’d say that aloud near Kitty. But she was also a guard, and I’d watched her kill a man. I wasn’t afraid of her. I just didn’t know what to expect when she woke up.

“Stop it.”

“Hmm?” I flinched and looked over at Kitty, who was laying in the middle of the room with Allmiron curled up beside her.

“Thoughts,” Kitty whispered. “If they were any louder, I’d be able to hear them.”

“I’m just worried,” I sighed.

“Of course you are.” Kitty rolled her eyes before getting to her feet. She crossed the room and knelt down before me. I felt her finger touch my chin and raised my lips to the height where she could kiss me. “Efaris will awaken. The maid will live, and Agatha, despite calling me her mistress, seems to have decided you’re the one she goes to for comfort.”

“I don’t know what any of that means.” I rubbed my hand across my face.

“Which is all the better for it,” Kitty smirked. “If you knew the spell you weaved, you’d have woven it long ago.”

I shook my head. “I can’t use magic.”

Kitty grinned and kissed me again. “I’ll check the stairs. You wait here.”

I watched as she made her way up, before feeling Agatha shift. When I looked down, she blinked slowly and noticed where she was. Her cheeks pinkened, even in the limited light of this small room, and quickly sat up. That was when she noticed the still shape of her dead father lying on the floor.

“Don’t look at that,” I told her.

Agatha leaned into me and closed her eyes once more.

“Looks clear, but we’re going to have to break out,” Kitty said as she stepped down.

“Where do we go?” I asked.

“To the duke,” Agatha sniffed as she sat up. “I need to confess⁠—”

“No,” Kitty growled.

Agatha frowned. “I committed⁠—”

“Justice,” Kitty growled as she stomped down and poked Agatha in the face. “And giving yourself over to the duke is theft of my property. Would you rather risk my wrath or his?”

Agatha frowned before cuddling into my chest once more.

“Be nice,” I chided Kitty.

She blinked at me for a moment before huffing and straightening her back. “Come on, I might need some help.”
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“Is this all that’s left?” I asked.

Kitty nodded.

We could see sunlight. It was afternoon. Events from the day before ran long, and the fire burned out through the night, cooling further throughout the morning. The stairs were whole, but the transition from stone to wood found gaps. Light peeked through and what I could make out from the outside didn’t look good. The wall was still whole, but the buildings within were gutted husks. All I could make out of the mansion was a low section of wall, rubble and the small pocket where we stood now.

“Here,” Kitty tapped the wood in a particular spot. “If we push here, I think we can break through without having something fall on us.”

I nodded, and the two of us put our backs to the wall. It was cramped and awkward. I didn’t mind helping, though. The two of us pushed, and I even put a foot up on the wall to brace. The wood flexed and cracked, before finally a piece broke off. My arm slipped through, and I pulled back with a hiss as it scraped me.

“Careful,” Kitty whispered as she stroked my arm, healing the wound before my eyes.

“How does a demon do something like healing?” I asked before pushing on another section of the wall.

“Are you suggesting that because I am a demon, I’m devoid of the ability to do good?” Kitty asked.

I realized I had said something offensive and stopped what I was doing. Kitty did as well and just barely struggled as I hugged her.

“That’s not what I meant. You do good things… even if I don’t really understand them,” I told her.

Kitty sighed and gave a sniff to get my scent. “Think of demons as little different from humans. Some of us are kind, others are monsters. You wouldn’t be calling the Baron a good man after the things I saw.”

“I wouldn’t have called him a good man, anyway. Never would have tried to make a deal with him if I wasn’t desperate,” I admitted, before turning back to the wall.

Kitty joined me and we slowly broke a section out, combining our holes and making it gradually larger.

“We’re passionate.”

“I can tell,” I smirked.

“I’d say not like that, but for me and those of my plane, it’s exactly like that,” Kitty giggled. “We feel things more intensely. Desire more strongly and hate more deeply. Understand Dapy, when I say that I ache for you, that is no metaphorical ache.”

I swallowed nervously and kept a straight face as I worked to widen the hole. “So, the healing?”

“Mana comes in many flavors.” Kitty shrugged. “Healing isn’t natural for me, but when you get powerful enough, the rules get easier to bend.”

“So, you normally wouldn’t be able to heal, then?” I asked.

“It would take me a great deal of power to heal the way I do, if not for who I am,” Kitty grunted as she snapped off another section of wood. “And before you ask, I replenish my mana by riding that delicious cock of yours.”

“Oh.” I gulped.

“Don’t you dare think that I keep you around for a quick fuck,” Kitty growled. “Sex, while preferable, is inefficient. Far easier to snap a man’s neck and feast on his soul directly.”

“Is that what you’re going to do to me one day?” I asked. “Not kill me. But… my soul?”

Kitty sighed and shook her head. “I don’t know what I’ll do when that time comes.”

“I figured I was damned anyway,” I joked.

“No such thing exists.” Kitty shook her head. “A soul is just energy. You die and it goes somewhere else. Like the portal to my plane.”

“What else?” I asked.

Kitty looked at me. “What else what?”

“What else do you use souls for?” I asked.

I barely understood half of it. The explanation just came down to magic. Souls were energy, energy became mana, mana made magic. Kitty seemed to enjoy talking, though, and I loved the sound of her voice. It kept me calm as the destruction before me became easier to comprehend. As the hole widened, we worked our way down until there was a hole large enough to step through.

With a gentle urging, I did just that, with Kitty only a step behind. The manor was gone. Just a collapsed shell. Whatever had been spared from the fire had been stolen. No horses, no carriage. There were even signs that the gardens themselves had been pillaged before they too suffered the heat from the fire.

“Looks like we’re waiting on Efaris,” Kitty sighed.

“I didn’t like the idea of walking that far either,” I joked.

Kitty smirked, and we moved through the rubble. There wasn’t much. A few spots of partially melted… whatever it was, clanged underfoot. I couldn’t tell the difference between a helmet and a pot when it was this badly warped by heat. There really was nothing left.

“Well, we can’t stay here,” Kitty muttered. “Let’s go⁠—”

We flinched as an earth-shattering scream rang out.

The two of us rushed back to the stairs. The screaming came from below and Kitty went first with me right behind her. When we reached the bottom… I saw Allmiron hopping about in a panic, while Efaris was trying to calm the maid. The maid was the one screaming, while Agatha was on her feet between them both, trying to calm the situation. On our arrival, the maid took one look at Kitty and started screaming all over again. Which must have been the final straw as Kitty crossed the room and slapped her.

The girl clapped her hand to her cheek as Kitty glared down and began to sob quietly.

“Did you have to hit her?” I asked.

“No,” Kitty admitted. “But this was the quickest way to shut her up.”

“Nice to see your charm hasn’t gone anywhere,” Efaris muttered darkly.

“Oh, fuck off,” Kitty scoffed. “The mansion is a ruin. There’s nobody here. Take us home.”

Efaris rolled her eyes before her power activated. The kaleidoscopic flashing of her eyes sent the maid into a tizzy once more, but when the portal opened, she froze in place. On the other side was a familiar living room. Allmiron went first. Shaking her head at the situation, she hopped through the portal and shifted to her crow form. The cawing and flapping told me she likely had flown out the window and was letting everyone know we were back.

Kitty went next, and I followed after. Efaris came last and was about to close the portal when I turned and spotted the maid, still curled on the bed, where she sat frozen in terror.

“Wait,” I stopped Efaris before the portal closed.

“Fuck, I hate how wet he makes me when he’s being all compassionate,” Kitty grumbled.

I shot her a look that she accepted without a hint of remorse before stepping back through the portal.

“Where do you need to go?” I asked her. The maid trembled and gave a small shrug. “That’s… not much of an answer.”

“I don’t have an answer,” the maid trembled, still looking scared. “The baron hired me off the streets. I have no home, and the only money I had he took when he stabbed me.”

“Maybe it’s still down here then,” I said as I looked around.

There were a few crates. Surely there was something of value.

“Heify, crates please?” called Efaris.

I turned with a smile as the statuesque cow demon stepped through the portal. The maid looked like she was going to scream again but held her tongue when she noticed me hug her.

“I need a good milking, when you have the chance,” Heify pulled back and winked. “Backed up for days now.”

“I’ll take care of it,” I promised.

Heify got to work with the first crate, as a small flock of bipedal chickens ducked in. Unlike Heify, the chickens worked in pairs, lifting the final crates and bringing them through.

“I’ve gone mad,” the maid said, her hands trembled.

“You and me both,” I said and smiled down at her. “If you like, you can come with me. We’ll find you the coins you were owed, or you can stay here, and I’ll bring them back when I find them.”

The maid just started crying. I wasn’t sure what to do, but I didn’t feel right leaving her. If someone came, she’d be stuck having to explain the dead baron on the floor. I took a deep breath and glanced at the portal to see Efaris rolling her eyes and Kitty chewing her lower lip. I wasn’t sure what that was about, but neither of them spoke as I gently took the maid by the hand.

“Come on,” I urged her. “Let’s get you somewhere safe until we figure this all out.”

She didn’t respond but came with me. Shivering as we passed through the portal, all she could do was stand and tremble as she looked around.

“This is a farm,” I said, taking her over to the front door. When I opened it, even I had to stop. “It’s… doing well.”

‘Well,’ was an overstatement. The crops when they were done, other than looking strange and being weird colors, were all about what I expected them to be. The plants that remained, a surplus for our own use, had continued to grow. Lettuce plants were now the size of boulders, while the spinach was twisted around and laying over the roof of the veranda. I could see the crops out in the fields we’d left doing other strange things too.

“Is this hell?” the maid asked.

“No,” I shook my head. “Same kingdom… just… a new place.”

“It’s a farm and the details are complicated,” Efaris joined us. “It’s also safe. Nobody can find us here.”

“I found you here,” Agatha pointed out.

“Only because your father had a casus belli,” Efaris pointed out. “He needed permission from the king himself to find this place.”

Agatha frowned and gave a small nod, leaving me to deal with the maid.

“I think I need to sit down.” Her knees trembled.

That was all I needed to bring her back inside. My chair was the best spot, and I sat her in it, earning a small glare from Kitty. She liked my chair. Mostly because I sat in it, and she would sit on me. I shot her a glare, and she rolled her eyes as I made my way over to Heify, who was waiting for me.

“You ready?”

“Ready?” Kitty perked up. “For what?”

“Heify needs to be milked,” I pointed out. “It’s been a while.”

“But…” Kitty froze.

“Come on Heify.” I took her hand and led her out to the barn.

That too looked different. The wood was the same, but the grass was creeping over the structure. I’d have to keep an eye on it. Too much and it might collapse under the weight. Either way, whatever was going on here was getting strange. The farm looked pretty desolate when I arrived, but now it looked like another realm.

When I entered the barn, I noted the changes. It was still very much a barn, but the stalls at the end had been ripped out. The renovations inside the farmhouse were obvious, but I didn’t know they extended out here. There was a large bed… several, in fact. It looked like most of the chickens probably slept in here too, but… not all the beds were being used. I wasn’t sure what that meant, but I watched as Heify skipped off and grabbed the bucket and a stool for me.

Heify got on her hands and knees, before giving me a long look. That was my cue, so I sat down on the stool beside her. She didn’t wear clothes, and her massive udders… or breasts… breasts were more accurate, I think. She was a cow, but… no, breasts. They hung down, and I slipped my hands over her flesh. They were firm and hot to the touch. It made me worry that she might have an infection. Mastitis could be bad, not to mention painful. But Heify didn’t seem to be in pain.

I found her nipple. Like a cork from a wine bottle. Thick, firm, and textured. I took hold and gave a firm pull down over the bucket.

“Oh, fuck,” Heify moaned as a spray of milk jetted out.

I adjusted my aim, kicking the bucket across to help, before repeating the action. Heify let out a low moan and rocked her head back as I tugged on her nipples.

“And you laugh at how I beg for him,” Kitty’s voice echoed.

“Who’s laughing?” I frowned as I spotted her sitting on the rafters above me.

“Nobody,” Heify moaned. “Just don’t stop.”

“You’re as big a slut for him as I am,” Kitty hissed.

“Kitty, be nice,” I glanced up.

Kitty saw the look in my eye and gave a small nod. She wasn’t happy about it though and shifted to her cat form as she hopped from the rafters to the tops of a stall separator. Then down onto the ground, before shifting back into her demonic form.

“I’m thirsty,” Kitty grunted as she came over.

I thought she would take the bucket. Instead, she crawled under Heify and latched her lips around her other breast. Heify let out a desperate gasp and mooed as I sat there and watched.

“Please don’t stop.” Heify begged.

I let out a sigh and continued tugging her nipple as a fluffy tail brushed against my legs.

“Stop,” I grunted at Kitty.

“Then take your pants off,” Kitty grumbled.

“Take your pants off,” Heify moaned.

“She can milk herself, Dapy,” Kitty called out.

“Don’t tell him that!” Heify protested while sitting up.

“Wait,” I frowned. “You can?”

Heify let out a long sigh and nodded. “I can…”

“Then… you just asked me to come out here and milk you so you could spend time with me?” I asked.

“Was working just as I planned until Prince slut here gave me away,” Heify glared at Kitty, who was leaning on her elbow.

“Just ask him to shove his cock in you already,” Kitty yawned. “I want more milk.”
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“Dapy, there’s something going on with the chickens…” Efaris froze.

So did I. She caught me standing buck naked in the middle of the barn. One of the chickens, a delightful girl, had her feather covered arms looped around Kitty’s hips. She lay on her back with her feet draped over my shoulders. Despite the fact I had frozen in shock, the chicken continued her jerky motions. Kitty didn’t either, being held upright by Heify as Kitty got her milk. I had lost track of how many of the chickens had come through.

Heify had been first. Bent over as she was, I had slid into her from behind. Her size made it an interesting experience. She had been on top most often prior to this. But that didn’t make her any less amazing in this new position. Kitty had remained underneath for her milk. Beyond that, I wasn’t sure. A mouth on my… my testicles were a distraction. And when I pulled back to figure out what was going on, the first petite, feather covered woman inserted herself into place.

One led to two and then… everything kind of blended together. Until now. Standing nude before Efaris, I was still inside a writhing woman, who was licking between Kitty’s legs, while Kitty suckled on Heify’s nipples.

“What’s wrong with the chickens?” I asked, pulling myself free of the now clucking woman between Kitty’s legs.

Efaris let out a long sigh and cupped her chin with one hand. “They’re lying around the farm like they’re all recovering from something.”

“HA!” Kitty yowled loudly before going back to Heify’s nipples.

“I… Umm…” I frowned.

“I don’t know if I should be mad or impressed,” Efaris said, shaking her head. “What am I supposed to do with you?”

“Suck his cock!” Kitty mrowed, before Heify grabbed her head and pulled her back.

“Or get on your knees,” the cow woman agreed, pinning Kitty in place.

Efaris shook her head before turning away. Kitty was frowning and Heify seemed to realize the moment was over. They broke apart and the beautiful chicken woman sat up with a smile.

She spoke to Kitty. “Thank you, my lord, for cumming on my face.” She bowed and then turned to me. “And thank you for stretching my cunt just how I like it.”

“Uh….” I choked as she skipped out the door without saying another word.

“I was worried over nothing,” Kitty chortled.

“I told you they’d love him,” Heify sighed. “Stupid, sexy human.”

“Hey.” I frowned.

Heify shrugged. “If you’re mad, you can punish me later.”

I sagged slightly before grabbing my things. Heify came over and I collected a kiss, before Kitty and I hurried back to the farmhouse. Inside, the house smelled wonderful. Of all people, the maid was the one in the kitchen. She was busy stirring a large pot and didn’t notice me enter. Agatha was nowhere to be seen, while Efaris was…

“Don’t,” she held up her finger, before raising the bottle.

“Efaris—”

“I said don’t.” She frowned, before taking another swig.

“Look.” I stepped up and took the bottle. “I… don’t really know what happened in there.”

“I figured.” She wiped her mouth before trying to snag the bottle. When I kept it away, she rolled her eyes and opened a small portal, snatching it from behind me with a smirk. “I need that.”

“No.” I tried to take it again, but she held it behind herself. “Efaris, please. I don’t want you drinking this away.”

“Huh?” Efaris froze. “What?”

“You’re upset⁠—”

“I’m fucking horny, Dapy,” Efaris snorted. “You had a whole fucking orgy out there. Your legs have been broken. Do you know how long I’ve waited to get your cock in me?”

“Really?” the maid turned and glared.

Efaris rolled her eyes and took me by the hand. “Agatha’s in the bath. When she’s done, you and I are going in there.”

“In… in the bath?” I asked.

“Mhm,” Efaris nodded. “And we’re finally going to try something I’ve been wetting myself thinking about since shortly after we met.”
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“Just… push?”

Efaris nodded as she leaned a little further over the tub. The water was up to her knees, and I was a little unsure about all this. But she was grinning and very insistent as she directed my penis a little higher than I expected. I knew she’d spoken about this before, but actually doing it was another matter entirely.

Her… her ass was… firm. No. No, it was soft and lovely, just… This hole wasn’t… what I expected. It seemed to stretch, and Efaris made a noise. When I paused, she was still looking at me. Still smiling, so I pushed a little more. Her body opened slowly to accept me. This wasn’t like her… her flower. Her ass was quite different, and it squeezed around the head of my shaft before suddenly popping inside.

“That’s it,” Efaris moaned.

“And you’re sure this isn’t hurting?” I asked.

“Oh, it does,” she grinned. “In the best way imaginable.”

“Should—”

“You hurry up and drive that cock of yours deep into my ass, yes abso-fucking-lutely.” Efaris wiggled her hips.

“I’m actually a little jealous,” Kitty murmured.

Efaris shot the demon a glare and poked her tongue out. “You got fucked earlier. Now’s my turn.”

Kitty crossed her arms but remained still as I got back to work. Efaris had given me something. It was slick, like oil, but clung to my skin as well. It made progress much easier as I thrust forward. Efaris moaned loudly and something clanged in the kitchen.

“Ignore that,” Kitty instructed me.

I swallowed and pushed a little more. Efaris let out a soft whimper as my hips met her ass. She was breathing hard but smiled bashfully over her shoulder at me.

“Now fuck me,” she instructed. “And remember, anal makes me squirt.”

“Squirt?”

“You’ll feel it when it happens,” Kitty said, spreading her legs as she touched between her own legs. “Now follow the wizard’s instructions and show me how you fuck an ass.”

I swallowed nervously and pulled back. I wasn’t sure what to expect. Asses, at least my own, were not a place I wanted to put my penis. Efaris assured me she was clean, whatever that meant. But the smooth glide of my penis out of her ass almost made me pause with confusion. Rather than risk her wrath, I pushed back in before the head of my penis escaped and my lovely Efaris’s legs trembled.

“Is that okay?” I asked, holding her steady.

“More,” Efaris begged. “More Dapy, please?”

I nodded and slowly thrust into her from behind. She whimpered, moaned and her legs shook violently. All at once, she started to hyperventilate. I froze in shock as something gushed between her legs, soaking me down to the knees. Her ass squeezed down, and I almost pulled out when she fell back, driving me into the bath. Her weight slammed down on my lap, forcing me deep into her body where she bounced in place.

“Efaris!” I grunted.

“In me!” she squealed. “Do it inside!”

I grunted and clenched my teeth. Her ass slipped up and down, smooth even in the water. I wrapped my arms around her, and she only used that to brace herself as she screamed out her pleasure. I had no choice. This squeezed me in a way I’d never experienced, and before I knew what was happening, I was spurting inside her.

Efaris didn’t stop for a single moment.
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“My lord, it seems there were survivors.”

Duke Carson narrowed his eyes. “You yourself cut down all those who fled the estate.”

“I did, my lord,” the man said and kept his eyes respectfully low. “They waited out the fire, though. Hidden within a chamber underground.”

Duki Carson sneered. “I should have known that weasel had a bolt hole.”

“Ah, my lord. Baron Springford did not survive,” the man added. “His body was down there. Stabbed, my lord.”

“Stabbed?” Duke Carson frowned. “Followed him down to his escape, stabbed him to death… Not your brother?”

The man narrowed his eyes. “No lord. I was the only one who made it out. Someone killed the others. It’s why I set the fire when I did.”

The duke sat back in his chair. “I don’t know if this is a blessing or a curse.”


Chapter 7



DAPY

“Breakfast will be ready in a moment, sir.”

I let out a soft yawn and looked the young woman over. It was barely dawn, and she was already hard at work. The only ones I knew to be up this early were Allmiron and the chickens. Even Kitty was still curled up in bed beside Efaris.

“You should be resting,” I told her.

The maid’s shoulders slumped, and she slowly turned around. “Sir⁠—”

“And just call me Dapy.” I smiled. “I’m not a sir. I’m just a farmer.”

“Sir, you’re living in a beautiful cabin with a wizard and demons beyond my comprehension. You’re only lying to yourself if you think you’re just a farmer,” she protested.

I shrugged, not wanting to argue. “I was born a farmer, raised a farmer and was going to die a farmer until I stumbled into Efaris. She brought me here and everything else happened by accident. I had nothing to do with it.”

“He forgot to mention the part where he nursed me back to health after I was badly wounded,” Kitty murmured as she stumbled down the stairs.

“She was a cat.” I shrugged. “She got cut up pretty bad, so I bandaged and fed her, that’s all.”

“That’s all, he says.” Kitty shook her head as she crossed the room and pressed into my side. “I owe this pathetic little farmer everything. It is only right to show him the respect he deserves.”

I thought about how she just called me pathetic and then mentioned respect. Brushing that aside, I put my arm around her shoulders. She snuggled in closer and began to purr, even as she rubbed her eyes.

“Go back to sleep,” I told her.

“Sit down then.” Kitty nudged me.

I rolled my eyes and took her over to my chair. As I turned and sat, the maid was staring in shock as Kitty, now in her kitty form, leaped up onto my lap and curled up.

“This is how I met her,” I told the maid. “It’s not some magical story. Just a man and a cat.”

“It’s hard for me to see what happened back at the baron’s estate, and compare it to what is before me now,” she murmured softly.

“Then how about we start with getting to know you better?” I suggested as I ran my fingers through Kitty’s fur. “What’s your name?”

The maid paused for a moment. She didn’t seem upset. More just shocked. Over such a simple thing. Had she really been at the estate, long enough to end up a bed toy, without ever telling someone her own name?

“Lydia,” she murmured. “My name is Lydia.”

“Well Lydia,” I smiled. “After breakfast, let’s see if we can find out what happened to your pay.”
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“No luck?” I asked.

Agatha shook her head. Efaris was still going through a crate. The living area was a mess, and Lydia was getting more distraught the longer things went on. We found plenty of supplies. Sealed jars filled with water. Candles, lamp oil and preserved foods. Mostly fruit and vegetables, pickled and stuffed clay jars. It was enough for a single man to hide and live rather comfortably for several weeks. More, if he had an additional source of water and rationed the food. There were even paints and other supplies for writing and games to pass the time.

Lydia’s lip trembled. I couldn’t imagine how she felt. After all this time. All she had been through. Now there was nothing. Not even pay. Her life was gone, and she was here with us. I wasn’t sure that was much of a comfort. The poor thing probably thought she was next in line for the treatment I gave Kitty and Efaris. There just wasn’t a good way for me to tell her that wouldn’t be the case. I certainly wouldn’t believe me.

“I’m sure something will turn up,” I smiled, trying to get Efaris’s attention.

If anyone was able to fix this, it was her. Then again, Kitty probably could too. I just wasn’t sure if she’d fix it without harming anyone. I knew she was a demon, but it made me nervous about how casual she was about doing demonic things. Then again, there wasn’t anyone out here she’d be able to kill and rob… Not that I’d want to test her.
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Comdrim narrowed his eyes. The duke might be placated for the time being, but he was not. The death of his brother hit harder than he thought it would. The man was always a pain in the ass, but Algel had always been there when he needed him. Never a man to shy away from a challenge and Comdrim could count on both hands the number of times he’d been spared an injury by his brother’s help.

“Someone here killed you,” Comdrim muttered to himself as he descended the stairs once more. “I’m going to find out who.”

He found the hidden entrance. Or at least, the exit they made to use it. Comdrim wished he’d stayed longer, but when the fires began to die out and nobody had fled in hours, he made the decision to leave. Coming back in the daylight to check things, he must have only missed them by minutes. The break was fresh and the entrance clear. No prints going on, save his own from the last visit.

Comdrim took out a small lamp he carried and lit it to check the stairs. He didn’t know what he’d find in the light of day. The baron’s corpse was gone, but he hadn’t spent much time checking the room itself. Comdrim was careful not to slip on the blood. It was slightly sticky from the corpse being dragged away. A man held a lot of blood and even after letting it leak out, there was plenty to smear around.

He shook his head as the stench of blood and early rot filled his nose, before finally stepping into the hidden room. There were signs everywhere. Someone had been here. Most likely Algel’s murderer. But there was more, too. Scrapes on the floor suggested crates. Many of them. Comdrim just couldn’t see how someone alone could have moved so many crates. Not alone, especially without a horse and carriage to move them.

He scratched his chin as he checked the room. A feather, out of place, but easily carried in on the bottom of a shoe. Some cat hair on the bed. Again, not out of place. Cats weren’t exactly rare, or even uncommon. Though the baron had a dislike of the creatures, it didn’t keep them away. Cats were funny like that. If you made an effort to dislike them, they seemed to congregate.

Out of frustration, Comdrim took hold of the wooden bed. He roared out his frustration as he tipped it up, throwing the mattress to the floor as he tossed the frame aside. Panting from the effort, he looked around and shook his head.

“Nothing,” he snarled. “It’s like they just vanished.”

With a curse, Comdrim made his way back up the stairs. Kicking the walls to check for hollows, he came up empty until he reached the hole once more. When he stepped out into the light and extinguished the lamp, he made his way around the ruins. Nobody came out this far. Not yet. There weren’t any survivors to have brought the word and asked for help. The next best was the duke, and the duke didn’t care.

Comdrim was mulling over the situation as he stepped through the ashes and rubble when he heard a faint clink. Looking down, there was a pile of wooden rafters, and sticking out was a badly burned leather bag. Like a coin pouch. He bent and plucked the bag out, checking the contents. A few gold coins.

“Enough for a whore,” Comdrim muttered to himself. Before pausing. “A whore could have killed him. The baron was a fool, but he was an accomplished warrior. But a whore wouldn’t have been so messy unless she had a way out.”

He froze. He recalled the details he’d received from the visitors. The baron had a casus belli against the crown. Damages received by a farmer. That farmer had arrived and brought with him several people. Including the baron’s daughter. She might have been able to wield a blade, but their intelligence suggested she’d never have done it.

What was more interesting to him was the farmer. He escaped with the help of an old man. A wizard who summoned a portal. With a growl, Comdrim re-lit the lamp and rushed back down the stairs. When he reached the ground floor, he set the lamp down and used it to cast a shadow on the dirt and dust on the ground.

A lot of what he was checking for had been smeared through with the baron’s blood. But there were signs. Dirt, like someone had tracked it in. But those steps didn’t come from the stairs. They vanished in the middle of the room. Like someone had come out, smeared a bunch of dirt and vanished, almost at a perfect line, etched across the stonework. And anything large enough to have sat on the floor here would have disturbed the leaking blood from the baron and left a large impression.

“It was a wizard,” Comdrim growled in anger. “My brother died to a fucking wizard!”
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“Agatha, are you okay?”

The guard flinched and turned her head away refusing to look at me. I didn’t need to see auras to know what was happening. Breakfast had come and gone. The farm had awoken and, as I worked my way through the fields picking weeds and checking for pests, Agatha had taken a stroll. Leaning on the fence, I’d recognized the slight bob of a woman’s shoulders as she cried. Mother did the same when she was trying to hold it in. That was a terrible winter.

“I’m fine, sir,” Agatha answered, as she wiped her face with her hands.

I wanted to accept her words. Normally I would have. I had no need to push. She might call me sir, but it was Kitty that Agatha answered to. At least… that’s what I thought. Truthfully, I wasn’t sure. Kitty did mention she came to me for comfort. So maybe…

“I don’t like liars,” I said as I made my way over to her.

Agatha’s head bowed slightly. And she let out a shuddering sigh. “I’m fine if you don’t like me, sir. In fact, it’s probably for the best.”

That made me frown, and I made my decision. “I wasn’t asking for your opinion, Agatha. I asked you a question.”

Agatha froze for a moment. Then slowly turned to face me. Tears rolled down her cheek, and she clutched her hands in front of her. She wore a simple outfit. Something she must have borrowed from Efaris to spend time outside. Rugged material, loose fitting and comfortable. It did nothing to distract me from the twisted expression on her face as she broke down.

“I’m a monster!”

She went to drop to her knees, but I was quicker. Stepping in, I caught her by the shoulders and held her close. She hesitated for a moment, before her arms came up around my shoulders and she sobbed quietly into my side. I could guess what brought this on, but for now, I just wanted to hold her and let her get it out of her system.

She cried for a time, and I spotted a familiar furry tail through the plants. Kitty was nearby, but she didn’t step in. If she wasn’t going to, I would just handle this as best I could.

“You’re not a monster,” I started.

“I am,” Agatha protested. “I murdered my own father. And then I ran away!”

“You defended yourself,” I argued. “Defense of yourself or someone else isn’t murder.”

“The duke wouldn’t care about that,” she protested, looking up at me with a pleading expression.

“The duke isn’t going to find out,” I glared.

“And if he does?” Agatha asked.

“Then we’ll deal with it,” I promised. “You’re my good girl, remember? I’m not letting you go.”

Agatha’s eyes watered, and she pressed her forehead into my shoulder again. I trailed my fingers over her back, and she sniffled softly against me.

“Say it again?”

I smiled. “You’re a good girl.”

“Again, please?”

“You’re my good girl, Agatha,” I told her. “You did what you had to. And protected me and your mistress. You protected Efaris and Lydia. That man who does not deserve to be called your father would have murdered us. You stopped that. So, you’re my good girl. And I’m going to remind you of that every day.”

“I haven’t used my mouth today, sir,” Agatha said, pulling back slightly. “So, I haven’t been a good girl yet.”

She slid down to her knees, and I stumbled back in my nervousness. Pressing my ass against the low fence, I could go no further. Agatha looked up at me as she knelt on the ground and began tugging at the front of my pants.

“I need to earn it, sir,” she pleaded gently.

I knew this was wrong. She was mourning. This wasn’t healthy. And yet, my penis responded to her touch with a mind of its own. Her eyes flicked up and met mine as I stared right down at her. So, it was a surprise for her as she pulled open the front, letting my erection spring out and smack her in the chin.

She pulled back in surprise before giggling to herself. I wanted to tell her this wasn’t necessary. But… whether she genuinely wanted this, or just wanted the distraction… The gleam in her eyes was real enough for me. And when her lips pressed against my length, I swallowed and gave her an encouraging smile.

“Good girl.”

She pushed forward, opening her mouth as my penis slipped between her teeth. She looked up at me and I moved my hands to her head. With one, I took gentle hold of her hair, while the other I gently stroked it across the top of her head, down her ear towards her cheek.

“Good girl,” I repeated as she sucked me.

Kitty appeared before me. She stood back in the plants, a silent wraith in the daylight. She gave me a small nod and slipped back out of view. Where she was going, I didn’t know, but it left me to give Agatha all of my attention. Which she must have wanted, as she moaned softly and swirled her tongue around the head, making me gasp.

Leaning back on the fence, I held her steady as she bobbed back and forth. I followed the movement. Stroking her face, while keeping her pace steady with the grip in her hair. Her eyes gleamed, and she breathed sporadically through her nose between thrusts.

“Good girl,” I told her.

There was a needy, almost insistent plea in her eyes. I remembered how this happened last time. Kitty had instructed her. Another voice. Offering encouragement. All I had done was praise her. So, I thought for just a moment and nodded.

“Your mouth is wonderful,” I told her. “So soft and warm.”

“Mmm,” Agatha trembled as she tightened her lips.

“So good,” I grunted.

Her hands came up my sides, and her fingers tightened against my hips. I responded the same way, gripping her hair tighter as I bounced her face towards me. Agatha’s eyes watered, but this time it wasn’t sad tears. She looked up at me, her face going slightly red with each thrust.

“Good girl,” I crooned.

She was drooling. Her mouth stayed firmly wrapped around me. Her tongue bathed the underside, lapping frantically as I lost track of what I was doing. The soft, warm embrace of her mouth was all I could think of. Dragging her back and forth was all I could do.

“Oh shit.” I gritted my teeth.

Agatha pulled me close. Wrapping her arms around my legs. She held herself there, swallowing as I gripped her hair tightly in place. She made a noise as the first jet of seed sprayed into her mouth, but she didn’t let up at all. Pulse after pulse sprayed across the back of her tongue, where Agatha swallowed it up without complaint. Her lips maintained a tight seal around me, while her tongue lapped underneath, coaxing out each spurt as it came.

“That’s enough now,” Kitty crooned softly. “He’s going to be very sensitive.”

Agatha moaned, and I let out a shudder as she slowly withdrew. Looking down, Kitty was leaning into Agatha’s side, watching my penis slip free of her mouth. Agatha blinked away the tears. Her face was red and puffy, but she didn’t look sad.

“Well?” Kitty glanced up at me.

“Good girl,” I grunted and swallowed to get my tongue moving properly. “That was fantastic.”

“Thank. You.” She coughed and smiled. “Thank you, sir.”

“You did so very well,” Kitty crooned. “Soon, you’ll be able to take him down your throat and you can worship him properly.”

I frowned at those words. “Don’t scare⁠—”

“I’d like that.” Agatha blushed and wiped her chin with her hand.

“Think of a reward, girl,” Kitty pressed her lips to Agatha’s cheek. “You did well. You’ve earned a small boon.”

“May I think about it, mistress?” she asked.

“Of course you can.” Kitty smiled. “Just don’t keep me waiting. Good girls are decisive and swift with their wants and needs.”

Agatha trembled for a moment before nodding. “I’ll do better, mistress. I promise.”

“You are still learning your place in my world.” Kitty kissed her cheek. “I don’t expect you to be everything you should be without the proper training.”

“Thank you, mistress.” Agatha nodded.

Kitty glanced up at me, and I responded immediately. “Such a good girl.”

The image of her swollen lips, bright smile and flushing cheeks was something that captivated me. A memory that would dance in my mind throughout the rest of the day. Agatha, seemingly over her episode, strode back off to the house. I spent some time checking the plants, but when the chickens found what I was doing, they made good time on doing it themselves. Allmiron swooped by a few times, cawing softly and chasing away some other birds.

It was nice here on the farm. Even if I wasn’t sure what I should be doing. There was always work to be done. At least… there should be. With all the chickens, the work was over before I knew it. The gardens were weeded and pest free. The house was recently constructed and needed no work. Even the fence was solid and needed no maintenance for some time yet. That left me with the barn. And when I stepped inside, I froze at the sight of Heify. She stared at me in shock as she leaned over a bucket, milking herself into the pale.

“Dapy,” Heify moaned softly.

“You can milk yourself,” I replied with a frown.

Heify looked down at her breast and back up. “Umm…”

“It’s okay,” I laughed softly. “Kitty already told me, remember? And besides, you like being milked. It’s to spend some time with me, right?”

“Right.” Heify nodded.

“How are things out here, anyway?” I asked, turning around. “Any drafts, leaks or damage I should know about?”

Heify straightened as her nipple dripped on the floor. “I have noticed a few things actually.”

“Great.” I smiled. “Because with how hard the chickens work, and my legs healed up, I have more time on my hands than I know what to do with.”

Heify nodded slowly. “You don’t say.”
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“How was Heify?” Efaris asked.

I snorted and let out a cough. Before Kitty cleared her throat.

“Louder, but just as satisfied as Agatha.”

Halfway through inhaling, I choked once more, and even Agatha spluttered for a moment. Efaris looked around the table as Lydia covered her face with her hands and let out a sigh. “I shouldn’t have asked.”

“Not at the table,” Lydia said, refusing to look up.

“Agreed,” I choked out. “Lydia, this meal is delicious.”

“Thank you, sir.” Lydia smiled.

The word was familiar, but didn’t have the same feeling to it. Lydia said it to be respectful, not because she wanted me to control her. Not like Agatha, who had returned to eating as her face turned crimson.

“What does everyone else eat?” I asked.

“Who?” Lydia asked. “Have I missed someone?”

“Allmiron, Heify and the chickens.” I frowned.

“They go home,” Kitty answered.

“Home?” Lydia frowned.

“It’s…” I stumbled for an answer.

“Complicated,” Efaris chimed in. “Similar to the portal I can create, just different.”

“There’s another wizard on the farm?” Lydia gasped.

“Not quite.” Kitty shook her head. “Don’t worry about it.” She turned to me and winked. “But I’ll be sure to let the girls know you were thinking of them.”

“Umm,” I paused.

The table, minus Lydia, let out a series of soft laughs. They were teasing me, and I huffed before going back to my food. Lydia had made a delicious stew. It was very different from what I had eaten before. Not like the things that Efaris had cooked. Not better either. It made me think for a moment that Efaris might be upset. She was the one who cooked most of the meals. Now Lydia was here. I didn’t know if she thought that it might be someone getting in her way.

“So, to prevent this kind of nonsense,” Efaris said after a few minutes of eating. “I think Dapy and I should get married.”

“What nonsense?” I asked.

And then froze.

Married?

“Wait,” I spun in my chair. “Married?”

Efaris stared at me and frowned. “You don’t want to marry me?”

“Why would anyone want to marry me?” I blurted. “You’re a noble, and a wizard, and you’re beautiful, and—MMM!”

“Shut up, you beautiful fucking man,” Kitty hissed in my ear as she covered my mouth.

“Thank you, Kitty.” Efaris smiled.

“Of course.” Kitty returned the smile. “But if you marry him, I shall do so as well.”

“What?” Efaris jerked. “You can’t. He can only marry one of us!”

“He can only marry one of us, here on this world,” Kitty corrected. “I can take him down to my plane and marry him there.”

Efaris opened her mouth, then closed it. “Okay.”

“OKAY?!” I squeaked, before clearing my throat. “What. What do you mean, okay?”

“Is he always like this?” Lydia asked.

“Unfortunately,” Agatha sighed. “It’s oddly endearing.”

“That… No, stop changing the subject,” I snapped. “Why now? What for?”

“I told you,” Efaris sighed. “If I marry you. You’ll receive the same protections as a noble of the court.”

“And if I marry you, I will rain literal hell down on this world should that not be enough,” Kitty muttered darkly.

“But…” I deflated. “But why?”

“Because I love you, dummy,” Efaris shook her head. “I don’t know what I’d do without you. You’re more than just some farmer to me. You’re sweet, kind, loving and… and you make me happy.”

“And the way your cock stretches me out just makes me purr.” Kitty’s body writhed and trembled in remembered bliss. “It’s not even a choice. You just hit that spot like a snare and it all just rushes out like the slutty little kitty I am.”

“That’s it.” Agatha sat up a little straighter.

“What’s it?” Kitty snapped back to reality as the dumb grin on her face faded to a serious expression.

“You asked me what I wanted,” Agatha said. “Sir, can’t read auras.”

“Why not?” Lydia asked.

“No idea, shhh,” Efaris hushed the maid. “Go on, I want to know what you two are scheming.”

“It’s not a scheme. Agatha expressed herself well earlier, and I offered her a reward,” Kitty said quickly.

“Yes,” Agatha blushed. “And… and since Sir can’t see auras. I want a way to show him how I feel.”

“Yes?” Kitty asked in confusion.

“Mistress, I want to purr.”

“You what?” Efaris blurted.

Agatha blushed and gave a small nod. “I… I think it’s really cute how Mistress can purr. I’d like to as well. That way, when Sir calls me a good girl, he knows what it does to me. He’ll hear it and maybe… Maybe feel it.”

“Only way he’d feel it is if he was inside…” Lydia froze, then let out a long sigh. “And here I thought I left a house full of deviance.”

“That wasn’t deviance, that was cruelty,” Kitty growled. “What happens on this farm is an act of love. Don’t mistake the two, it’s an insult to my profession.”

“Profession?” Lydia asked.

“Let me know if you wish to explore that subject⁠—”

“Kitty!” Efaris snapped.

Kitty shrugged. “I told you. Dapy needs to loosen up. More women, more sex, more experience. It’s better for us all.”

“I never said I wanted to sleep with him!” Lydia yelped.

Kitty snarled and slapped her hand on the table. “I know! Stop getting distracted. I have other things on my mind!”

The table fell silent, and Agatha looked uncomfortable as Kitty stared at her. The prince took a deep breath and gave a small nod. “I think I know of a way to make it happen.”

“Really?” Agatha brightened immediately.

“I do,” Kitty nodded. “But it’s not going to be easy, and it’s far more of a boon than I expected to give, depending on how you look at it.”

“Kitty, be nice,” I reached over and rubbed her ears. “If she wants it, you should help her.”

Kitty let out a long sigh. “We’ll finish this discussion after I finish sucking Dapy’s cock.”

“Hey!” I yelped as she slipped off the chair. “Now wait just a—” RIIIIP!


Chapter 8



DAPY

“You think they’re going to be okay?” I asked.

Efaris let out a soft sigh before nodding her head. “I don’t think Kitty will let anything bad happen to her. Not because I think that Kitty will do the right thing.” She glanced in my direction with a frank expression on her face. “But because she’d have to try to figure out a way to explain it to you. And she seems extremely opposed to anything that might upset you.”

“She seemed fine springing her plans for marriage on me,” I pointed out.

“You’re not upset about marrying us,” Efaris said while rolling her eyes. “You think you’re not worthy of us. Which is missing the point entirely.”

“You’re a noble!” I pointed out.

“Do you have any idea how dull and boring nobles are?” Efaris tilted her head. “We spend a small fortune to dress ourselves in something we’ll only ever wear once. To attend a party where we eat food more expensive than all of Baron Springford’s annual taxes combined. And spend the whole time swapping between trading barbs, and dancing with the people we’re trading barbs with; while pretending we’re having a good time.”

I frowned. “That sounds awful.”

“It is Dapy,” Efaris sighed. “So, trust me when I say, nothing makes me happier than coming here, falling into your arms and knowing that this is real. Because even the friends I have in the capital, I can’t trust further than my reputation can carry.”

“Do you need a hug?”

Efaris giggled softly and shook her head. “No. But after today, I think I’m going to need a massage or two.”

“That I can do.” I smiled.

It sounded like I had my work cut out. Truthfully, though, putting my hands on such a beautiful woman was always a pleasure. Kitty was lithe and agile. Efaris was curvy and delicious. Perfect opposites and no less lovely because of it. Even if I felt like a cad thinking about them like this. Then again… if they were really going to be my wives… maybe it was okay to think about them like that. Was it wrong to lust after your wife? That would be a strange thing to think…

“Dapy?”

“Hmm?” I jerked. “Sorry, was thinking.”

“You were staring right at me,” Efaris pointed out.

“I… I was thinking about you,” I admitted.

“Me?”

“And Kitty.”

Efaris blinked slowly, then nodded. “She is very good with her tongue, isn’t she?”

The look on my face must have been worth it for her. Efaris barked out a laugh and took my hand. Lydia was outside doing washing while we finished our tea. The day was getting on, and… with wedding plans coming, I had plenty of work to do.

Efaris and I stepped out the front door and onto the porch. The plants were… wonderful and slightly terrifying all at once. I could only guess that Kitty’s influence on the farm had magnified significantly with all the other demons living here. I was still yet to get used to how large and strange they had become.

“We should grow our own flowers,” Efaris smiled. “Seeing how fast the farm is able to produce alchemy ingredients, we can probably do flowers as well.”

“I can do that,” I said with a nod.

In fact. I’d never grown flowers, my family farm barely had enough to feed us let alone keep up with demands from the Baron, but I was confident. Plenty of plants budded well enough under my care. Tomatoes grew into pretty yellow ones. They didn’t look quite right due to the conditions of the farms, but they still grew, ripe and healthy.

I left Efaris to wonder about, while I put a plan into motion. Hurrying through the tall plants, I had to dodge a few that were looking thorny. I’d need to dig up a lot of them before things got too wild. Then again, if they remained strong, perhaps I could just harvest the results when they were done. The chickens had been doing just that, with Efaris sending the produce away in batches every few days.

I hadn’t asked, but she seemed pleased with the results and was spending less and less time away. It was nice having her around more. She was good company. As much as I loved Kitty, she was either energetic or asleep. Efaris was happy to sit and talk for a while.

So, if she wanted to marry me—and I wasn’t going to somehow get it into her head how bad an idea that is—then I was going to do all I could to make this wedding as beautiful as I could. So, I made my way into the barn and met with Heify. After a brief explanation of what I wanted, we got to work.

Heify was all too familiar with the plough. I didn’t want to take too many of the plants out. But enough to make a point was necessary. I started at the front, ploughing a channel down the main path towards the gate. Then turned around and went back, widening that channel. The chickens rushed in, scooping everything up that could be salvaged. All the fruit was collected, the beans bundled, and the plants set aside to be composted or turned into feed.

When I had widened the space at the front, I took Heify out the back. Here, in an empty field, we started once more. I needed a new crop to grow, and there was only one thing for it. By the time the sun was getting low, I was just about ready to pack up and there were lovely smells coming from the farmhouse.

I could only hope that Lydia decided to stick around. Efaris promised to take her wherever she wanted to go. So far, she hadn’t quite had an answer to that. With her cooking, though, I wasn’t complaining. Even if it would be nice to eat something Efaris made for me on the odd occasion. It was… nice.
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“Good afternoon, sir. How can I help?”

Comdrim looked around the shop. It was small, but tightly packed. Glass vials, bottles and various ingredients. Most were dried, stuffed into bottles that were lightly covered in dust. Others, though, were fresh. Though nothing that Comdrim had ever seen before.

“Ingredients,” Comdrim muttered at the man.

He wore a strange outfit. Outlandish and yet rather elegant. A wizard. One who made potions. Which would make him an alchemist, technically. The thought of this man being responsible for his brother’s death had Comdrim gripping the knife he had hidden in his sleeve.

“I have a wide variety,” the man said with a smile. “There’s been a recent uptick in fresh ingredients as well. Fantastic news, with the demand for it.” The alchemist moved around the bench and started rambling on about which ingredients were best for which ailment. Comdrim flinched when the alchemist gave him a nudge with his elbow.

“And this one, mixed with a pinch of salt and equal parts infused honey, gives you a bit of extra staying power,” he chuckled. “Helpful for the older fellows with younger brides. But the younger men like to take it⁠—”

Comdrim yanked the knife free and shoved the alchemist back. The old man let out a terrified yelp, before falling silent at the kiss of cold steel under his chin.

“Do you know what this is?” Comdrim asked in a dangerous hiss.

“I have money,” the alchemist trembled. “I’ll pay, there’s⁠—”

“Shut it!” Comdrim pushed the blade a little harder into the man’s neck. “I don’t want your money. I want information.”

“I-information?”

Comdrim nodded slowly. “Where do you get your supplies?”

“Through legal distribution,” the alchemist answered, confusion evident on his face.

Comdrim grit his teeth. “And that is?”

“Through the crown.”

Comdrim snarled, and in his anger, the blade slipped, nicking the alchemist’s neck. The old man yelped at the cut before starting to sob. The scent of urine filled the air and Comdrim realized this man didn’t have anything for him. Nothing of use. He’d have to dig deeper.

“Where?”

“W-where?”

“Your distributor!” Comdrim snarled. “Where are they?”

The alchemist pointed one shaky finger towards the front counter. “Black book. In the front. Names and addresses, it’s the first listed.”

Comdrim narrowed his eyes. Before yanking the blade across the alchemist’s neck. The old man’s eyes bulged as a river of blood poured down his front. Comdrim pulled back, letting the man claw at himself. There was an awful lot of betrayal in those eyes. Pain too. That didn’t matter. One less filthy wizard in this world was one less problem to deal with later.

Comdrim left the man to bleed out and walked around the counter. He found the book in question, opening it up and sure enough, there was a name at the top. Reading it sent his blood boiling.

“Duke Carson!”

Comdrim hurled the book across the room, shattering dozens of vials. Some from the impact, others as they tumbled to the floor. Several things mixed and a noxious haze filled the air. Comdrim hissed in distaste as a foul smell hit his nose and, without a second thought, slipped out the back.

He’d barely made it to the end of the street when a scream rang out. When Comdrim turned, he could see flames coming out the top windows of the store. The intent wasn’t to burn the place down, but considering what had happened, it was probably for the best.
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DAPY

“No sign of Kitty?” Efaris asked.

“Not yet.” I frowned.

“I’m sure she’s fine.” Lydia smiled as she plated up the evening meal.

A strange mash of rice, vegetables, and meat. It smelled delicious and Dapy’s mouth watered at the thought of it.

“I’ve also put water on for your baths this evening,” she said with a smile.

“Thank you, Lydia,” Efaris addressed the maid. “Have you thought about what you wanted to do?”

Lydia’s smile drooped a little, and she gave a sigh. “My options are limited. Even with the gold from the Baron, it wouldn’t sustain me forever. I’d just be looking for a new job. Probably back to being a maid.”

Efaris nodded. “So, you’re looking for a job?”

Lydia gave a small shrug before nodding. “If you know anyone looking for a maid. Someone… someone who doesn’t want me doing what I had to do before?”

“I’d ask no such thing,” Efaris said with a shake of her head.

“Wait a sec—” Dapy said.

“You?” Lydia interrupted and looked up in surprise.

Efaris nodded. “I have more than enough funds to pay you fairly. I’m not some random run-of-the-mill wizard after all.”

“But…”

Efaris smiled. “We’ll talk about how much I need to pay you later. Besides, you’ve already settled in. How’s the room?”

“Bigger than the one I had at the baron’s estate,” she admitted. “Are you sure? I thought… I thought Agatha would hate me. I’m not that smart, but… Even that was obvious.”

I frowned at that. It was true. The two women had an uncanny resemblance.

“I’m not the baron,” Efaris sighed. “Neither is Dapy. We’re quite aware that you’re not the same person as Agatha.”

“Okay,” Lydia nodded. “I’m sorry. It’s just… This is a lot to take in.”

“I’m sure it is.” Efaris smiled reassuringly at her. “So, think about it. And we can discuss things later, like your pay. Otherwise, what you’ve been doing is fine. This house isn’t too large for you, is it?”

“Ah…” Lydia frowned. “Not as long as the chickens keep helping. There’s a lot to do for just me with all the washing.”

“I’ll talk to Kitty.” Efaris smiled. “Make sure you’ve got a helping hand or two.”

I tried again. “I could⁠—”

“Dapy, you’ve a whole farm to look after,” Efaris cut me off. “Don’t even think about it.”

I let out a sigh but agreed. Farming usually gave a lot of downtime. That downtime was used for other things. Fence mending, animal keeping, home repair and other maintenance. Most of which were either taken care of already or didn’t need doing. Even the cow could milk herself.

In return, I had fields to be ploughed, planted and picked over every few weeks, rather than every few months. And that was the seasonal plants, not the faster growing ones. I’d have to wait and see how many seasons I got out of the tomatoes. I had a feeling they’d all need to come out sooner or later, even if I got a bit extra out of them than normal.

Part of it was very rewarding—if a bit daunting. I’d never had to farm quite so much on a farm. At least I had plenty of help with the picking.
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KITTY

“Mistress?”

I looked up from my work and admired the shape of her. She was perfect. Not just for my own pleasure, but for what she could do for Dapy. I’d give that stupid little man the world if I thought he knew what to do with it. Instead, I’d just give him what I thought he could handle.

“Having second thoughts?” I asked.

“N-no,” she said, before letting out a sigh. “Maybe.”

“Ha,” I chuckled. “Decisive, remember?”

“I’m sorry Mistress,” Agatha lowered her eyes. “This is just… I didn’t know what I was asking for when I asked for it.”

“It’s not too late,” I said. And it wasn’t. I’d be upset if she backed out now, but it wasn’t a total loss, either. I’d already killed the prisoner. Their demonic energies were in a jar over by the door.

“No mistress,” Agatha shook her head. “I said I wanted this. I don’t want to disappoint you. I’m just…”

“It’s okay to be scared,” I told her. “And I’d think you strange if you weren’t.”

“I’m terrified,” Agatha admitted with a shaky breath. “What is it going to do to me?”

“You’ll be a cambion,” I stated. “You’ll never be human again. And you’ll never quite be a demon like me, either. You will be… how you will be.”

“And what if I grow six heads and Dapy finds me hideous?” Agatha asked.

I let out a soft laugh and shook my head. “I’ve done this before. Trust me, six heads is possible, but I’d have to get creative with a few things. Dapy will love you. There is no doubt in that.”

“Will he?”

I paused and looked at her. She was frowning slightly. Her aura suggested she wasn’t upset, though. It fluttered with a lot of emotion. A whole lot of anxiety, some healthy fear and a slow burning rage. All things that would make her perfect for the being she was to become. Her father had twisted her around, enough that there was a sense of disbelief. It fluttered at the edges of her subconscious mind. Enough to make her doubt.

“Are you more concerned about being a monster, or by Dapy rejecting you?” I asked.

She flinched and pulled her hands up towards her face. Only to straighten and take a breath. “I feel like I’m betraying you.”

“Nonsense.” I giggled as I thought on my human. “I know exactly how you feel. It was me that made the deal with you, but like me, you’re trapped in his spell, aren’t you?”

“Spell?”

“Not literally.” I shook my head. “I can’t even sense the general mana of life within him. Whatever he is, whatever was done to him, he’s not magical. Not at all. I’m surprised he can even use Efaris’s portals the way magic seems to move around him.”

“Is he…”

“He’s mortal.” I nodded. “I might be able to squeeze an extra few decades out of his lifespan, but eventually he will die.”

“You can’t give him a deal? Make him like me?”

“I’ve no idea.” I sighed as I tried to think about the ramifications. “It might work, or it might not. Worse still, it might turn him into something else.”

“Something else?”

“Take a being, pull out their soul and shove something back in with a will of its own,” Kitty growled to herself. Memories flickered behind her eyes. “You’ve made a shade. Best case scenario, they run off. Worst case, the spirit is old enough to conjure elements, and you’ve unleashed a nigh-indestructible calamity on the world.”

“Dapy doesn’t have a soul?” Agatha frowned.

“A man with as big a heart as Dapy definitely has a soul,” I rebutted. “I just can’t find it.”

Looking back down at the markings I had painted on the floor, I nodded. They were ready. Agatha was ready. I was ready. The demon essence I had collected was ready. There was nothing more to do. It was time.

“Mistress?” Agatha called in a soft voice.

“Yes, child?”

“Will it hurt?”

I saw the honest question in her eyes. She was scared but determined. So, I was honest. “Probably worse than you’ve ever experienced before.”

Agatha trembled, and a tear rolled down her cheek. “And… if he⁠—”

“None of that,” I growled. “He’s going to love you.”

Agatha nodded. “I trust you, mistress.”

“Then let’s start.” I smiled. “Go sit in the middle.”

She did as I instructed and positioned herself facing the entryway. I walked over to the jar of demonic essence and picked it up. Agatha watched me with a nervous smile as I brought it over to her. I said nothing as I laid her down. Positioning her arms and legs at the right angles, aligning with the marks I’d painted on the ground.

“Now, hold still,” I told her. “It won’t matter in a moment, but this first step is the most important.”

“Yes mistress,” she nodded.

“And you might want to close your eyes,” I instructed.

“Is that important, mistress?”

“No,” I admitted. “Just easier to get through this first step.”

“Then I’d like to keep them open, please? The dungeon... Where my father… It was always dark.”

I remembered. If he’d been doing it for as long as I believed, it was just as likely she’d spent days recovering from it in darkness. This would be similar in many ways.

“Then… I’ll be as quick as I can,” I said, prying open the jar.

Within, revealed the ceremonial dagger stored there. Soaked in the essence, it was all I needed. Not the whole jar—just enough to start things off.

“Take a deep breath,” I said, reaching into the jar before wrapping my fingers around the hilt. The same blade I used to collect the essence to begin with.

Agatha closed her eyes momentarily as she inhaled. And that was the precise moment I slammed the blade into her chest. Her eyes bulged as the force of the blow drove the wind from her lungs. Her body contorted in pain, but the circle had activated. Power flooded the room; the lamps went out and the markings on the wall glowed as brightly as the blade buried in her chest.

As power raged through the room, it drowned out all sound. And all I could do was hold her hand and wait.
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DAPY

I smiled when I felt her. The tickle of one furry ear as she crawled up onto the bed. She wasn’t in her cat form, though. I felt warm skin press into my side, and without a second thought, I pulled her close. Her purring made me chuckle, and I nuzzled close.

“See,” Kitty said from behind me. “Didn’t even notice.”

Notice?

Opening my eyes, I wasn’t looking at the pale grey of Kitty’s ear. Or the glowing red of her eyes. Instead, I was looking at a brown ear and the person it was attached to had her hands pressed to her face as if she were trying to hide from me. Which didn’t help her at all.

“Agatha?” I frowned as I blinked away the sleep from my eyes.

“It’s me,” she whimpered.

She lowered her hands, and I saw her for the first time since she left. It had only been a couple days. Efaris had gone back to see the king about something. And I’d spent a night alone until now. Even Lydia had mentioned I’d been quiet at dinner the night before. Things just… didn’t feel right without company. Company, I certainly wasn’t going to push on the poor maid.

“You have ears.” I stared.

Agatha tilted her head up to look at me while Kitty snickered in the background. I trailed over her, noting only a few other minor differences. The ears were new. And her eyes had a slight glow to them. Not enough to stand out in the daytime, but in the darkness of the early morning, I could just barely notice it.

“Do you like her ears?” Kitty asked.

I looked, then grinned and gave a small nod. “They’re cute.”

“Really?” Agatha asked.

“Sure,” I smiled and reached up.

Agatha froze as my fingers dug into her scalp. Her whole body trembled as I gave her a small rub. And all over, her body began to rumble. It made me pause what I was doing, and when I looked at her, she was blushing.

“Is that…”

Agatha nodded, then frowned. “How do I make it stop?”

“Are you purring to show him you can, or are you purring because he touched your ears?” Kitty asked.

“He…” Agatha glanced up at me and hid her face behind her hands once more. “He’s touching my ears.”

“Then ask him to stop,” Kitty replied plainly.

“If I’m making you uncomfortable,” I said, taking my hand away.

Only for Agatha to snatch my wrist. She pulled my hand back, before freezing as she realized what she had done. We stared at one another for a moment. And I decided to just continue. I didn’t want to embarrass her, but with the things we had done together, an ear rub wasn’t anything to worry about.

As my fingers rubbed through her hair, Agatha’s purring increased, as did the depth of her blush.

“So, it worked?” I asked.

“It worked,” Agatha replied, before blinking in shock as the purr made her voice rumble in response.

“That’s probably the cutest thing I’ve ever heard.” I grinned.

“Hey!” Kitty growled, before climbing up onto the bed behind me.

“Okay, maybe not the cutest thing,” I corrected myself, for the sake of the woman, who’s claws were digging into my thigh.

“Wait, do you have claws?” I asked.

Agatha frowned before turning her hands around. A quick examination and… no. Regular human hands, regular human fingernails.

“I’m sorry.” Agatha pouted.

“Huh?” I frowned in confusion. “For what?”

“For…” Agatha paused. “Not… having claws?”

“Why would you be sorry for that?” I asked.

Kitty giggled and sat up. “I told you he’d love you.”

“I just…” Agatha looked confused.

“It’s fine,” I promised her. “You’re still a good girl like you were before.”

My fingers dug into her head once more, and Agatha’s purring increased as she snuggled in.

“She’s also really flexible,” Kitty whispered.

“Flexible?” I frowned. “What does that do?”

Kitty sat up. And Agatha’s eyes went wide. “Mistress?”

“Show him,” she ordered. Agatha stared in shock, glancing from me to Kitty and back, before pouting. “Go on. He’ll love it. I promise.”

“Love what?” I asked.

“Somebody has a new trick. She worked it out by accident when she fell over. Physically, she looks the same, other than the ears. But inside, she’s a very different creature.”

“Mistress, it’s embarrassing,” Agatha said with a hopeful smile.

“Which is why I want you to do it. Set the expectations now, so you’re used to it when it becomes useful later.” Kitty nodded.

“When what becomes useful?” I asked.

“You’ll see,” Kitty said, pulling me away from Agatha, who was blushing as she sat up. “Just watch.”

Agatha couldn’t look at me. But she was purring. I figured that was a good sign. She was also entirely nude. Something that hadn’t quite occurred to me yet. She sat up, the blush running down her face, and almost to her naval as she spread her legs before me. I swallowed as I chanced a glance at what lay between.

Only for her to bend down over herself. She contorted like some… partially liquid being. Her eyes flicked up towards me, and she gave a shy smile before opening her mouth. Closing it over her own clitoris.

“What?” I squeaked.

“Mmmm,” Agatha began to purr as she suckled on herself.

Kitty leaned into my back and I almost jumped as I turned my head.

“No,” Kitty nudged me. “Watch her. Not me.”

“W-what?” I blinked in shock as Agatha slipped her tongue out, bathing her flower with her tongue, before closing her lips over her own clit once more.

“Can you imagine fucking her while she does this?” Kitty whispered in my ear, before taking hold of my cock.

I grunted as she stroked me. It almost hurt how hard I was. I must have made a noise as Agatha glanced up at me, only to rock back to give me a better view of what she was doing to herself. I was as surprised as I was aroused watching this, and before I could rationalize any of it, my penis throbbed in Kitty’s hand.

A jet of my seed launched out, catching Agatha across the cheek. The second sprayed across her flower. I was too far lost in my pleasure to realize that Kitty was deliberately aiming to paint Agatha’s crotch with my seed. Until finally, she let me go.

I lay there on my back for only a moment before I heard a soft squeak. And when I looked, Agatha’s toes were curling as Kitty held her head down in place to lap my up my seed. With a smile, Kitty leaned down as well to help.


Chapter 9



DAPY

“Oh.”

It was one word. And one word was enough to make Agatha suddenly look extremely self-conscious. I could see on Lydia’s face though, she hadn’t meant anything by it and I smiled, catching her attention.

“Her ears are cute, aren’t they?” I said.

Lydia blinked, then glanced at Agatha. “Adorable.” She smiled too. “They really suit you.”

“Really?” Agatha began to purr.

“Oh,” Lydia pulled back once more—then remembered herself. “I didn’t know you purr. Do you do that all the time?”

“When she’s happy,” Kitty snickered. “She’s a good girl.”

“The best,” I nodded, giving Agatha’s hand a squeeze.

After our little… morning, we’d come down for breakfast. Efaris still wasn’t here. So, it was just us, along with Lydia. Lydia had taken it in her stride, cooking up a breakfast for the additional mouths that weren’t here the night before. Only to return to the table with a steaming pot of frumenty and noticed Agatha’s newest features.

“Please,” Agatha trembled. “You’re embarrassing⁠—”

“Uh, uh!” Kitty tutted and bopped her on the head. “None of that. There’s nothing to be embarrassed about.”

“She’s right,” Lydia agreed as she ladled out our breakfast into bowls. “You’re still you. You’ve just got cute ears now.”

“And you can lick between your own legs,” Kitty said adding a purr to her own voice.

“Mistress!” Agatha squeaked.

“Kitty,” I said warningly at the demon prince.

Kitty rolled her eyes at me. “She’s fine. Aren’t you, Agatha?”

“Yes mistress,” Agatha nodded, all the while her face was entirely red.

“I… don’t know what to say right now,” Lydia mumbled.

“Don’t worry about it.” Kitty smiled. “Unless, of course, you want a demonstration?”

“Mistress!” Agatha squeaked.

“I meant that I could make her like you.” Kitty shook her head, seeing my disapproving stare. “It comes with many benefits.”

“Any that aren’t sexual?” Lydia asked.

“Durability, strength, a complete renewal of the body,” Kitty listed. “Which means yes, Agatha. You’re physically a virgin again.”

“What?” Agatha squeaked and jerked upright.

Of all things, what I didn’t expect was the sudden stare from Lydia. Like she’d just seen something she wanted desperately. Even I could guess what that might be. The job she’d had with the baron… Well, that was obvious enough. She didn’t say anything, though. Only setting out our bowls, before returning the pot to the kitchen for her to deal with later.

“This… doesn’t taste right.” Agatha frowned as she spooned up a mouthful.

Lydia’s face fell, and she looked at the bowl. I tasted some myself and frowned. Boiled grains, some fruit, honey. “Tastes fine to me?”

“Oh,” Kitty patted Agatha’s arm. “It’s you, child. Your new body is telling you it’s missing something.”

“Really?” Agatha frowned.

“Mhm,” Kitty nodded. “You’ll get used to it. But for special occasions, I’ll have something that will help.”

“Just let me know what it is,” Lydia said, her tone determined. “If it’s missing something⁠—”

“Semen,” Kitty muttered as she continued to eat.

Lydia froze and even I coughed up the mouthful I was busy eating.

“Or anything with some essence in it,” Kitty continued. “Blood, sweat in a pinch. The flesh of our enemies. That sort of thing.” She ate another mouthful. “Your cooking is wonderful. It’s just beings such as us; we have unique tastes.”

“I see.” Lydia nodded slowly. “I suppose, if it’s for something special. I… might ask for some assistance then.”

I decided right then to tune out of the conversation. This was too much for me.
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As one of the duke’s trusted men, nobody questioned me when I entered the keep. It was normal for me to be here, after all. The fact it was this late at night meant little. My jobs kept me out at odd times. The guards knew to simply let me in if I bothered knocking. There were other, quieter ways to enter. At least quieter from casual observation. Truthfully, those were better guarded. With wards and hidden guards. No, the front door was far more useful for me right now.

I ignored the main chamber. The duke’s chair sat at the head, though at this hour it wasn’t surprising to see it empty. The duke was upstairs in his private rooms. I made my way along, noting the number and placement of the guards. They were all as expected. Likely, the duke didn’t know what was coming. Which was for the best.

I passed by his chair and took the stairs to the left. The small room at the top, behind the throne, was set out with a large table. On it was a map. The whole kingdom. Right from the king’s palace to the farming villages on the outskirts. One of which was marked with a flag. That could mean anything. As likely a staging area for an attack, or just a reminder to send a letter. The only thing that caught my eye about it was that the village was part of Baron Springford’s holdings.

“Comdrim.”

I looked up from the map and saw the duke. He was eyeing me carefully. Perhaps he did know. I tried to be subtle about it as I cast my senses around—more a conscious effort to listen. You’d be surprised how good the average person was at figuring out if there was someone standing behind you. If only you bothered to listen.

“I received an interesting report today. A brutal murder of a rather successful alchemist,” the duke continued. “Normally, I’d dispatch you to see what he’d gotten himself into. Only… I don’t think I need to, in this case—do I?”

With my hand on my hip, I tried to stand casually. The fact my hand was resting on the hilt of a knife was exactly the point. Something that the duke noticed as well, before slowly raising his hand. Clutched within was a piece of paper. The action might look like that of someone surrendering or about to beg for their life, but I knew better. The paper. He was showing it to me.

“You are between me and my revenge, Duke Carson,” I warned the man.

“Your brother’s death was an unfortunate event,” the duke conceded. “I take full responsibility for what happened.”

“You do?” I clenched my teeth in anger.

“Which is why I’m giving you the name and whereabouts of the farmer I believe is responsible for your brother’s death.”

Of all things, that made me stop. In fact, I turned around on the spot. Looking for another of my kind. The knife in the dark. A crossbow behind a hidden panel. Someone, somewhere looking to take advantage of my stunned silence. To end me before I took my anger out on the duke.

“Here,” Duke Carson extended the paper between two fingers. “This is all you need to know.”

The room held its breath. I didn't know for sure this wasn’t a trap, but the duke wasn’t one for subtleties like this. He’d lie, cheat and scheme. No doubt this was just one of them in a web of others. But… Convincing me to look at a piece of paper wasn’t something he’d bother with. There’d just be someone hanging from the ceiling with a crossbow or waiting around the corner with a knife. Even offer me a poisoned drink. I’d done so enough times on his behalf. Sometimes I’d just hold them, while the duke got his own hands dirty.

He was old, though. The blade I knew he carried on his hip would come slow. Far slower than would save his life. The man wasn’t beyond his time, but against one such as me, he would die, even if he managed to cut me down in the process.

With that in mind, I kept one hand in place on my own blade and slowly approached.

“Oh, enough of that,” the duke tossed the paper down onto the table. “There, see.”

I frowned. With one eye still on the duke, I took the paper and slowly unfolded it.

“A wedding invitation?”

“No ordinary invitation,” the duke grimaced. “It’s not between two noble houses, but between a noble and a commoner.”

“Out of the ordinary, but what does it mean?”

“It’s the wedding of a court wizard,” the duke continued. “To whom, I can only guess. And that guess comes from several sources. The first being the report of a farmer arriving with a wizard to the baron’s estate. And the second being a sudden abundance of alchemical plants.”

My eyes snapped up at that, and I stared at the duke as rage burned in my eyes. “If you’re lying.”

“Don’t threaten me,” the duke waved his hand. “I know you’re mad. I’ll even forgive the murder you committed today. What I want from you is this farmer’s secret. I have it on good authority that whoever ends up on that farm dies quickly and usually horribly. All except this one farmer. Which is why I suspect the king has granted the rights to this marriage at all.”

“What better way to celebrate a happy couple’s union,” I chuckled. “Wait⁠—”

“You can kill the wizard too,” the duke waved off the question. “You’ll probably have to. Just be on the lookout for the king’s court wizard. Old bastard likes showing up at events like this. Gets raging drunk and starts throwing around magic the likes of which you’ve never seen.”

“I’ll be careful,” I grunted, before taking a deep breath.

If this worked. I’d have my brother’s killer dealt with. If it didn’t… well, there was always the duke.
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DAPY

“Alright, that’s probably enough for now,” I said with a nod.

Heify stretched and rolled her shoulders. Pulling the plough wasn’t difficult for her. Just awkward. On two hooves, she was extremely tall and had to hunch over to make it work. It was that or return to her original cow form. Something she preferred not to do unless there was a reason for it. Pulling the plough was not reason enough.

“And what do you plan to grow in this field?” she asked.

“Alfalfa,” I smiled. “At least… whatever alfalfa becomes when it grows on a farm like this.”

I could see it now. Standing on the porch, with the aisle cut back for Efaris to walk down. The crops nearest to the house, trimmed back to provide the view, while the guests could sit out on what would soon be a lovely paddock.

“Do you have seed for alfalfa?” Heify asked.

I smiled and then froze. “No,” I sighed. “Damn.”

“You… require something soft to sit on?” Heify asked.

“Yes, that was my intention at least,” I nodded. “This place isn’t much. But I want it to be nice for Efaris.”

“You’re so fucking adorable,” Heify whispered. I frowned, not sure I heard her correctly, and she cleared her throat. “I have an idea. But… No, it’ll be fine.”

“It will?”

Heify nodded. “I’m positive.”

“Great. Then let’s hear it!” I grinned.
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“I’m not so sure about this,” I frowned.

“What?” Heify frowned. “This is the easiest way.”

“Yeah but… does Kitty know?”

“Kitty is the ruler of the whole plane,” Heify pointed out. “If you’re not safe on her own plane, where else would you ever be?”

“I guess.” I frowned as I looked down into the dark hole.

“Would you like me to carry you?” Heify asked.

I looked at her, then the hole, and gave a nervous smile.

I wanted to say that it was slightly emasculating to be carried around like a child. But… she really was quite strong. I hadn’t felt that secure in a long time. Even when her method of getting us through the portal meant… dropping straight down.

I thought I might feel something. Perhaps sense that there was a shift. The temperature of the room was the same as the farm and the only sense that anything changed at all was the heavy thump of hooves on a stone floor as Heify hit the ground.

“This… isn’t what I expected,” I frowned as Heify set me down.

“This is just the portal room,” Heify grunted. “It’s intentionally bare to persuade would-be adventuring types to ignore it. Prince Sagroth would kill anyone who found it.”

“How did you find it?” I asked.

“She let me,” Heify said and shrugged. “Now stick close. You’re safe here, but there’s no reason to be so casual about it.”

I nodded, before frowning at what she just said. To get me to agree at all, she assured me this was safe. Now she needed me close in case it wasn’t…? I swallowed nervously and hurried to her side as she opened a hidden door that looked like part of the stonework. Beyond that, it was mostly dark. Lit by only a few dim torches. The room was built into the wall at an odd angle, clearly made to blend with the wall at a distance and not be noticed by anyone.

“Come on,” Heify took my hand.

And that’s when I noticed her for the first time. She… she was still Heify, but… not the Heify I remembered. The black and white spots were gone. Now, she was grey as slate, with literal fireballs for eyes. Her horns twisted black and gnarled over her head as a forked tail swung behind her generous… rump.

“Dapy?”

“Hmmm?” I jerked and came along. “Sorry.”

“Am I that frightening?”

“No,” I frowned. “I just… didn’t expect the change.”

“Neither did I,” she snickered.

Down a long hall, we found a staircase that led us up. The stairs were steep and came to a thick metal door. One that Heify opened and led me through. Another set of winding corridors and I blinked as we entered the brightest room I’d seen since coming to this plane.

That might have been because there wasn’t a roof, and the afternoon sun blared down on us.

“Ah, General Vozrok,” a feminine growl cut through the air. “You bring me a gift?”

Gift?

I blinked in the light and held up my hand as… a woman strode towards me. She was… inhuman. Red skin, dark horns, a chest barely contained behind a mail shirt. Her smile made me want to stare at her. At least, until Heify put her hand on my shoulder and rooted me in place.

“Trorzid, I didn’t think you’d be here today,” Heify said.

“I’m overseeing a few things,” she smiled at me. “Don’t tell me you’re keeping him to yourself. He smells delicious.”

“Trorzid, I need you to look at me,” Heify snapped her fingers, attracting the demonesses attention. “This one belongs to the prince.”

Her eyes flashed, and she let out a frustrated growl. “This is him?”

“This is him.”

“He’s so puny!” the woman stomped her foot, before strutting around me like a farmer admiring a calf. “You’re sure I can’t just get a quick taste?”

“Not today,” Heify warned the woman. “I wouldn’t have brought him at all if I knew you were here.”

“That’s not fair,” she pouted suddenly. “I fought hard in that battle. I thought I earned my place.”

“Your place is to serve the prince directly, the same as me. If you want a chance to fuck him, talk to the prince,” Heify snorted.

“Umm… don’t I have a say in this?” I asked.

Heify looked at me and snorted. “I don’t need to read your aura to know you’d fuck her, given half a chance. Even I want to fuck her.”

“Thank you.” The woman smiled, before giving me a wink. “And I might just thank you later.”

“The prince,” Heify growled.

“I know, I know,” she held up her hand. “Just go do whatever it is you’re doing before my self restraint begins to fray.”

Heify sighed and kept hold of me as she led me off. “Need to get you a chastity belt.”

“A what now?” I hissed.
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“How are you doing, Dapy?”

“I didn’t think I’d be hiking this far,” I admitted.

Heify gave a laugh and shook her head. “We’re almost there.”

“Good,” I sighed. “I didn’t bring any lunch.”

“You’re hungry?” Heify asked.

I gave her a smile. “Thirsty.”

Heify barked out a laugh. “I make milk, silly human.”

That made me pause. “Oh.”

“Oh, he says,” Heify shook her head. “Come on. Sooner we get there, the sooner we can stop for lunch.”

“Lunch.” I swallowed nervously.

The walk wasn’t quite what I expected. This place… didn’t feel like home. There was something in the air. Like a scent. But I couldn’t work out what it was. More a feeling. I had to wonder if it was something to do with auras, or if this was something else. Whatever I was feeling, I was quickly distracted as Heify helped me climb over a low wall.

“Wow,” I said, looking over the fluffy red meadow.

“If you’re not bothered by the color, I think it’ll work,” Heify pointed out. “Just… have to make sure nobody goes out into the fields at night.”

“Really?” I frowned. “Why?”

“It’s how they hunt.” She grinned as she pulled up her shirt.

After a quick bite… drink… After some lunch, we made our way down into the field. The plant—whatever it was—probably felt like the softest thing I’d ever felt. The plant was bright red, almost like a rose, but deeper red. Perhaps closer to blood? To the touch, it was like a cloud and made me think about wanting to sleep on it. Enough that I looked at Heify.

“Don’t even think about it,” she shook her head. “You pull some up and it dies off. You keep it planted and go to sleep—soon as night falls, you’re impaled with tiny barbs that paralyze you and drain your blood.”

“That…” I trembled.

“Relax,” Heify smiled. “We’re not staying overnight. In fact, we’re going to do what I just said wouldn’t work for a bed.”

She took a large handful of the plant and pulled. To my horror, there was a small scream of pain from the plant as it tore free. The chunk in her hands began to wither and dry before my very eyes. Heify brought it over and held it up, as small seeds began to tumble out of it.

“Oh,” I realized what she was doing and started trying to catch them.

“It won’t let you take part of itself to sleep on in safety, but it tricks you into taking it home anyway.” She grinned as she watched my expression.

“Is that common?” I asked.

“Oh, no, no, no.” Heify shook her head. “This plant is extremely rare on this plane. Kitty uses it to dispose of people when they annoy her.”

“When…” I frowned. “Kitty is a bad person, isn’t she?”

“Terrible,” Heify nodded. “Makes a far better demon. Pretending to be human is exhausting. Most of us can’t keep it up for long. Our natures take over and for us, that means a lot of sex… and violence.” She shrugged. “Either way, not my problem, since I have you.”

“Right.” I frowned, before noticing the sun getting low on the horizon. “Let’s hurry this along, then.”

We worked quickly. I carried an empty bag, while Heify ripped up handfuls of the plant. I ignored how they’d scream with each pull. She would then hold it towards me and give it a light shake while the plant wilted. The seeds would fall into the bag, which was now getting rather full. Which sounded fine to me, since it was getting dark and being around these plants after what Heify had told me was making me nervous.

“Think we have enough?” Heify asked.

“Umm…. Maybe?” I frowned. “I know nothing about caring for these plants.”

Heify paused for a moment, before chuckling. “You don’t, do you?”

“Ah… no.”

She sighed. “Come on then. I was waiting for you to tell me when we had enough. I guess you were waiting for the same thing.” I nodded, and she shook her head. “Stupid. It’ll be dark soon. So let’s get out of here.”

“Fuck!”

Heify stuck her finger up at the field as she led me away.

“Wait,” I frowned. “Is that a plant or a demon?”

“Yes.”
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“I just think… we should talk about it.” I frowned at her reluctance.

“And I’m saying not to worry about it,” she said, leading me down into that dark room once more. “It’ll just make you worry more.”

“WORRY MORE!” Kitty screeched.

“Oh.” Heify winced.

“THE REAPER FIELD?!” Kitty stormed over from the corner where she had been waiting. “Don’t even get me started on what Trorzid asked when I got here!”

“It’s fine,” Heify protested. “See. Got a whole bag of seed here.”

“That is NOT the problem here!” Kitty snarled. “I promised myself that on Dapy’s first trip to this plane, he would experience pleasures of the flesh like nothing he could ever imagine!”

Heify frowned. “We haven’t left yet.”

Kitty opened her mouth to scream before pausing.

“Kitty?” I asked, moving over to pat her head.

“Hmm?” She blinked. “Sorry, I was just thinking.”

“About?”

Kitty smiled brightly. “Have you ever sat on a throne before?”

“No,” I replied honestly.

“Well, I’ve never held a full court with a cock in my ass before,” she smiled as she took my hand. “So, I guess this is going to be enlightening for us both.”
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EFARIS

“Psst.”

Lydia screamed as she pulled back from the stove. The spoon she had been holding went up in the air, before smacking her on the head on the way back down. Rubbing the sore spot, she turned around and froze as she noticed me standing in front of her.

“Oh, I’m sorry, miss,” Lydia mumbled as she straightened herself.

“No,” I said with a wince. “Sorry, that was my fault entirely.”

Lydia didn’t want to argue with her employer and chose to remain silent as she collected her spoon. There was a bucket of fresh water she used to rinse the spoon before putting it back in the stew pot.

“Where is everyone?” I asked.

“I’m not sure miss,” Lydia apologized. “Kitty came around looking for Dapy earlier. He and Heify went somewhere. I haven’t seen them since.”

“Allmiron?”

“Is that the crow lady?” Lydia asked.

“That’s the one,” I agreed.

“I think she’s around. The chickens all vanished at sunset, though. I… I don’t know where they go. Do you?”

“Probably,” I said absentmindedly. “Okay, so they haven’t been around all day. It’s evening now… Okay, I can probably do this.”

“Do what, miss?” Lydia asked.

“Nothing.” I said with a smile, before sighing. “No, I’m doing something. It’s just important and easier to do while nobody else is here.”

“My lips are sealed, miss,” she said and dipped into a small curtsey.

I smiled. Then I hurried out the front door. For a moment, my eyes caught movement out in the dark. But when I looked, there was nothing. Not even a glimpse of an aura. I dismissed it, thinking it to be a lost bird in the night. I had larger things on my mind.

I had never been so busy in my life. Of all things, I hadn’t expected for the king himself to attend the wedding. It was going to cause problems. I had two personas in the court. The young noblewoman mage, who worked for the crown. And the king’s personal court wizard. The king, of course, knew both were me. As such, he was going to attend my wedding as was his right. It just wasn’t something I had prepared for and needed to remedy that.

Reaching into my pocket, out came a familiar flask. The spirits within were some of the strongest I’d been able to find. Upending the bottle, I began to chug.

“What’s the occasion?”

I spat half of it back out, coughing as I spun around in surprise.

“Sorry,” Agatha held up her hands. “I was waiting for dinner, and you came through that portal. You really scared Lydia.”

“Not—" I coughed. “Not my intention. She said she was alone?”

“Oh,” Agatha nodded. “I can do this now.”

Agatha’s ears stood up and for a moment there her form wavered. It wasn’t that she was changing. Just that…

“Oh, that’s clever,” I said as I observed her. “If I wasn’t looking directly at you, I probably wouldn’t be able to, would I?”

“Only if I hold still,” Agatha agreed as she ended whatever strange ability she had been developing. “Now, what are you doing out here drinking alone in a field? Dapy isn’t here, but you don’t look upset.”

“It’s nothing.” I frowned. “Kinda.”

“If you don’t want to tell me, that’s okay.” Agatha smiled.

I thought for a moment before shaking my head. “Kitty already knows. If you don’t, that’s only because nobody bothered to mention anything. You know I’m a wizard, right?”

“A powerful one.” Agatha nodded.

“That… isn’t quite everything,” I sighed, before opening a small portal. I reached in and grabbed the old, pointed wizard hat, then set it on my head.

Agatha’s eyes went wide as the curvy woman Dapy fawned over was now a twisted old man. “You’re…”

“Still a woman,” I grumbled in the tone of an elderly, cantankerous wizard. “This is the disguise.”

“And why do you use a disguise like this?” Agatha asked. Before freezing. “You’re the wizard who insulted father!”

I sighed and took off the hat, returning to my feminine shape. “Yes… And it’s a bit of a story. So, to keep things short. My magical ability is tied to my alcohol consumption.”

“Okay…” Agatha frowned. “So, I’m guessing you’re out here to cast some serious magic, then?”

I nodded. “The king is attending my wedding. I need to put up his usual wards and check them for proper adhesion with all the demonic energy around here.”

Agatha watched as I tipped up the flask once more.


Chapter 10



DAPY

“Have the instigators flayed, healed and flayed again,” Kitty growled. “Fucking greed demons did the damage. If they’re going to complain about it now, I’ll make examples of them.”

“Yes, my lord,” the trembling demon nodded.

That tremble wasn’t due to the situation Kitty had dealt with. It was the scent of lust. Kitty crossed her legs, stirring atop my lap as my erection shifted inside her.

“You may leave,” Kitty waved at the demon, who scurried from the throne room. She took a deep breath before rocking her hips.

“Kitty.” I gripped her ass as she rode me.

“This was a wonderful idea,” Kitty purred. “I suspect everyone who came here today will either be pregnant within the week or have impregnated someone in the same timeframe.”

This was torture. The throne was… strangely comfortable. Kitty had me sit before climbing into my lap. With my hands distracted, she opened the front of my pants and was stroking me as the first of the demons entered the throne room. I was mortified as she worked me to full mast.

Every eye was on me, as Kitty rose herself up and settled me into her ass, before slumping down in her throne atop my lap. There, she had stayed as she dealt with the random goings-on of this strange place. Each and every visitor was entranced by what was going on, but nobody seemed to have a problem with it.

Nobody but me.

“Kitty,” I pleaded.

My balls ached. I needed release. I was so hard it hurt and there was nothing I could do. Kitty was keeping the pace while I sat here and did my best not to lose my mind.

“Prince Sagroth!” Trorzid called as she burst into the throne room. “A delegation from Wrath is here!”

“Wrath?” Kitty sat up, then pulled herself free. I moaned as her ass slid off my erection and moaned once more as she tucked me away into my pants. “Vozrok!” Kitty snapped. “Take him! Take him now!”

Before I knew what was happening, I was in Heify’s arms. The heavy thumping of her hooves on stone was all I could hear. The world bounced around as she carried me, and my confusion meant little in the grand scheme of things. When I tried to look around, the walls seemed to be blurring, so I knew we were moving faster than I could comprehend.

I had a single flash of recognition as we reached the room with the portal, and suddenly I was falling. The world seemed to shift around me and rather than falling; I was flying. Until I landed heavily on the edge of the hole, back in the farmhouse.

“Ow,” I moaned and crawled the rest of the way up.

Now everything hurt. My head ached from the bouncing, my chest hurt from the hard landing and… yeah… my erection kinda hurt, too. More than kinda. With a shake of my head, I left the portal to Kitty’s plane and made my way back inside. It was kinda late, so I didn’t expect anyone to be up. Let alone, for that someone to be a very nude Efaris.

She had that look in her eye, like a deer that spotted the hunter. Which might have been because she was entirely nude, perched on the edge of the dining table. Her back arched, with her hand wrapped around behind her. In the light of a nearby candle, I could see her glistening fingers as she slowly pulled them out of… her ass.

“Dapy,” Efaris whimpered.

Then she spread her legs.

Her eyes flashed brightly as I walked towards her. My pants seemed to have fallen off on their own. I didn’t think. With all my bodily aches, this one was the worst and the look in Efaris’s eyes told me exactly how I was going to relieve it. My erection throbbed painfully as I stopped between her legs. Efaris was one gorgeous woman. Curvy, soft and smelling so very sweet.

Which defied the smirk on her face as she took my cock and gasped. “You’ve been fucking.”

“Kitty,” I said as a way of explanation and then frowned. “I… didn’t finish.”

“Mmm,” Efaris moaned and steered me into position. “Then I have some good news.”

I didn’t need to be told twice. Pushing forward, Efaris’s let out a whimper as her ass stretched to accept me. She felt so good. A tight band of muscle inside her clamped around my length but did nothing to stop me as I drove my penis deep into her.

“All I have is this zucchini—” Lydia froze as she opened the door, holding a sizeable vegetable. “Never mind.”

Lydia closed the door and Efaris let out a soft giggle before laying back on the table. I stared down at her. The curves, the softness. She was delicious and completely unique beside the ladies I had been with since coming to this farm.

“Dapy?” Efaris called softly.

“You’re beautiful,” I blurted softly.

Efaris smiled widely and raised her legs, setting her heels by her ass as she wiggled slightly. “When I squirt,” she instructed. “I don’t want you to stop.”

I swallowed nervously before looking down at her flower. It glistened with womanly dew, and I gave a small nod. Pulling back my hips, a soft whimper escaped Efaris’s lips. It gave me the room to reach down and touch that sensitive pearl at the top of her flower. Slipping my hand lower, I collected the dew glistening between her folds before transferring it back up.

Efaris lay back on the table and crooned as I touched her. She put her hands to her breasts, squeezing them firmly as she arched her back. With a grunt, I pushed forward, sliding my erection back inside her once more.

“Fuck, I’m such a whore for anal,” Efaris whimpered.

“You’re not a whore.” I frowned.

“Dapy, this isn’t the time for being cute. Your cock is in my ass and I really need to cum,” Efaris complained.

Which was enough for me. I did too. Pulling back, she let out a moan before gasping as I pushed back in. One of her legs slipped off the edge of the table and I caught it under her knee. Rather than just helping her back up, I took her other knee and lifted.

“Oh!” Efaris gasped.

I kept lifting and set her knees up against her armpits. Efaris chewed her lower lip as her eyes quivered. With her folded in half like this, I could stroke deeply into her body.

“I have her legs. You concentrate on what you’re doing.”

Blinking, I looked up and spotted Agatha. She was nude as well. Her eyes were wide with lust as she took hold of Efaris’s ankles. That was enough for me. Kitty had teased and tormented me for… longer than I could tell. Now, I had Efaris, and she was keening softly as I gripped her ass with both hands.

I wasn’t gentle. Nor did Efaris wish me to be. I took her as I wanted, thrusting my aching erection deep into her. Efaris could only moan and beg as I hammered into her. Kitty had worked me up, and I was desperate for my own release. When Efaris squealed and began to gush, I ignored her entirely as I continued pummeling her depths. Agatha held the beautiful wizard down in place as I took what I wanted.

“YES!” Efaris squealed.

I gritted my teeth. Everything hurt. But it needed to happen. A scream escaped my lips as my erection throbbed inside her. Efaris howled as more fluids gushed from her body. Agatha stared in shock and jealousy as I pumped my seed deep into Efaris’s body. The two of us were trembling and shaking as we fed off one another’s pleasure.

Until finally, Agatha released Efaris’ ankles. She let her legs down, and I caught them before she could smack her ankles on the table or something.

“Gods,” Efaris whimpered. “Dapy, that was amazing.”

I nodded slowly and began to draw myself out of her. Only… That ache was still there. Diminished but…

“Dapy?” Efaris looked up at me.

Her ass was so slick. Tight and warm. I swallowed and took a deep breath. Before pushing my erection back into Efaris as her eyes went wide with pleasure.
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KITTY

“I’ve been wanting to speak with you for some time,” Thozzomaz said and grinned.

“The feeling is not mutual.” I glared at the demon before me. “After the stunt you just pulled, I should take this opportunity to have you slaughtered here and now.”

“And that would only serve to hasten your downfall,” Thozzomaz chuckled. “You know as well as I do how my people would view such treachery.”

I narrowed my eyes at the demon. He wasn’t wrong. Wrath were bastards like that. If I were killed, there’d be weeks, if not months, of infighting. Seeing who was the worthiest to take over for me. When I killed my predecessor, it took almost a decade to weed out the last of the sycophants and wannabe warlords aiming to take my head and sit on the throne for themselves.

Wrath… followed different rules. His people would not hesitate to do all that warring. All that fighting. But rather than direct it towards themselves, it would be aimed squarely in our direction. Something I had no chance of stopping after the conflict with Greed. This would be a war to end the plane of lust for good. It was the singular reason nobody had attempted to invade the plane of Wrath. Whoever tried would have to annihilate their entire plane of all life… or risk retribution, the likes of which the planes had never seen.

“What do you want, Thozzomaz?” I asked.

“Fealty—”

“No.” My reply was gut felt, instinctual.

“You didn’t let me finish,” Thozzomaz frowned. “I don’t want empty fealty, but a working fealty. One that would combine our people. One set of rulers. One plane.”

I frowned, trying to piece together what it was exactly that he was trying to say. Then it clicked “Wait⁠—”

“Think about it, dear Sagroth,” he said, cutting me off. He reached out to touch me.

I batted his hand away, and it was only Vozrok stepping up with my spear at her side that made the Prince of Wrath back up once more.

“We could do great things together,” Thozzomaz said, his smile was both challenge and promise. “Your forces, while depleted, are truly mighty. Together, we could take over the planes. Starting with what is left of Greed.”

“You haven’t taken Greed already?” I asked.

“Greed’s spawn has taken control. Their prince had vast sums of wealth set aside for only a member of their lineage to control—only accessible upon their death. They are well stocked. A siege would be… lengthy, but with us both at⁠—”

“No,” I replied emphatically. This time I allowed anger to fill my eyes.

“Don’t dismiss me so lightly,” Thozzomaz snarled. “You know, the pleasures I could heap upon you.”

That made me laugh. Which seemed to confuse him. Watching his face twist up with incomprehension amused me to no end. Dapy had that same look on his face when I introduced him to something new… Dapy… Now there was a man that could make me beg. Not this… specimen.

I shook my head. “The answer is no, Thozzomaz.”

“You deny me?” He glared.

“You aided Greed in attacking my plane. You come here now, lording over me with false superiority. I want nothing to do with the planes of Wrath, or you.” I glared. “Leave.”

Wrath trembled with fury, before taking a calming breath and smiling once more. “We shall see what the future holds for us both, then.”

As the prince stormed from the room, I shifted in my throne before turning my mind back to the previous occupant.

“General?”

“Yes, Lord Sagroth?”

“I’m going home to fuck my human. When Prince Thozzomaz leaves my plane, you may join me.”

Vozrok nodded slowly as I climbed out of the throne and headed for the hidden passage.

“And another thing,” I called as I came to a stop. “Find out who is in charge of Greed. Tell them I wish to meet.”

“As you wish, Lord Sagroth,” Vozrok nodded.
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COMDRIM

There it was. Just as the duke said. The strange little farm, on the edge of the kingdom. I lifted out a spyglass and peered through the trees. I couldn’t get any closer. There were wards here. Quiet ones. Expensive ones. I’d need to enter when the others did, or risk setting them off. At this distance, though, I could tell things were strange. The plants growing around the farm were… unnatural. Both in size, shape and… general color.

I watched the human. This farmer. Dapy. The bastard who was responsible for, or could lead me to, the wizard that killed my brother. The cow-like creature, more woman than beast, walked alongside him. They’d cut wood on the edge of the property, closer than I could approach. She was doing the heavy lifting, and they were adding another post to the corridor between the plants.

It had a certain whimsical feel to it. Like far away land, filled with princesses who could sing to birds and charm animals to do their bidding. Except, these were farm animals. Chickens, five feet tall, with human smiles and massive chests—they worked in teams, digging holes for the posts, while the human directed the cow on where to set them.

They worked in a team, fitting one end of the pole into the hole before letting gravity aid them in lifting. The other surprising thing was the number of women here alongside the overly curvaceous farm animals.

One of them, a curvy thing—Comdrim was certain—was the woman listed on the invitation. Whenever she appeared, the farmer paid her special attention. He kissed her frequently; holding her hand. If not for the sweat of his brow and the hard work he seemed to be putting into everything, I would have assumed him a whipped dog. It was unnatural for a man to provide such attention to a woman. Whether they planned to marry or not.

She wasn’t the only one, though. A woman with wings, black like a crow, seemed to come and go. She lacked legs and would transform herself into a crow to get around. I knew this was the work of the wizard. Bastards should be burned at the stake. All of them. At least, after I gutted the one I needed to find. Make the bastard suffer for killing my brother.

The crow wasn’t the only one either. I recognized her instantly when she came outside. She and the other one. Baron Springford’s whore, along with the daughter herself. The twisted fuck hired the gutter wench specifically because she shared a resemblance to his daughter. What went on behind those closed doors was anyone’s guess, but seeing them both alive, along with the farmer.

They would all suffer.
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“So, he’s just sitting out there,” Allmiron said as she tucked into some of Lydia’s stew. “I think he has an invitation, though.”

“Probably a guard,” Efaris added and shrugged. “There are plenty of nobles coming. He’s probably holding the invitation in case he’s questioned. This place was supposed to be a secret.”

“I just can’t believe we’re going to meet the king,” Lydia trembled.

“Excuse me?” Kitty crossed her arms. “What do you think I am?”

“Ahh…” Lydia frowned. “Prince?”

I chuckled and earned myself a scowl. One that eased as I reached up and ran my fingers over the top of her head. “You haven’t explained yourself very well. Not to any of us.”

Kitty mewled softly before batting my hand away. “I shouldn’t have to. It should be obvious that I am the most powerful, and yet you don’t treat me with half the reverence of this mortal king.”

“I’ve never seen a king beg for the cock in her ass, to be put in her mouth,” Heify added in.

“You did it too!” Kitty growled in response.

“I’m not the Prince of Lust though,” Heify shrugged. “Also, yes. Yes, I did.”

“Ladies,” I groaned. “At the table?”

“This isn’t the worst thing I’ve heard at this table,” Agatha sighed.

“It’s not the worst thing I’ve heard at this table today,” Lydia giggled.

“Was it when I asked you not to clean the table before I licked Dapy’s cum off it first?” Kitty asked.

Lydia sighed. “Yes, Kitty. Yes, it was.”

“So anyway,” Allmiron spoke up. “He’s out on the edge of the farm. I think he knows where the barrier is because he won’t cross it. Do you want me to go out there?”

“Just keep an eye on him,” Efaris said. “He clearly knows what’s going on. And if he’s holding an invitation, that’s all the more reason to leave him to it.”

“Should I be careful about planting the reapers, then?” I asked.

“I’m still not sure we should trust a plant from the underworld,” Efaris said with a frown.

“It’s not just a plant,” Kitty interrupted. “And it’s only dangerous at night.”

“The wedding is in the afternoon,” Efaris pointed out.

Kitty shrugged. “It better be a quick one, then.”

Efaris sighed. “You’re terrible.”

“Wait until you hear what I have planned for you on your wedding night,” Kitty said with a wink.

Honestly. I thought I’d be more nervous about all this. But somewhere between tripping over a drunk wizard, fighting a demon prince and visiting the underworld, I gave up on thinking too hard. Either I really was being tortured into insanity in the Baron’s dungeon, or this was real. And in either case, I didn’t want to spoil anything. Life, hallucination or otherwise, was a blessing. The farm looked amazing, the construction for the wedding was completed.

All that needed to happen was to decorate and figure out how to feed whoever showed up. That… and apparently, I needed to learn how to dance. Which was what we were waiting for.

“Hello?” A voice called.

“They’re here.” Kitty grinned.

“I’ll bring them in,” Agatha said, getting up from the table.

I swallowed nervously as I watched her go. I understood that Kitty, Heify and Allmiron were demons, I’d even met others. But knowing that these were demonic minstrels… Well, I’d heard stories of sirens. Demons that would sing songs and bewitch the mind, luring men and women to grisly ends.

I didn’t know how much of that was true, but the idea of musical demons from the underworld visiting to play music I could dance to—it spoke of the life I now lived.

“Ah, this will do nicely,” a voice announced.

I turned in my seat and blinked in shock. The people coming into the room were… normal. At least, normal for a human. They didn’t look like demons at all. The first was a middle-aged man, who smiled brightly as he took in the room. He was dressed in a strange outfit, and had a lute slung over his shoulder. Behind him came a young woman with a bright smile and a contrasting black and white outfit. She held a small hand drum, and I could only assume she was a singer.

The last, an old man with a limp and a hunched back, carried a stringed instrument. The three of them looked like… regular, but odd humans.

“Kitty,” I whispered. “I thought you were hiring demons.”

“No, I said I had someone in mind,” she whispered back. “And while I’d normally urge you to sate yourself with your carnal urges—that woman would bite your dick off, so maybe stay away from her.”

I froze as the woman in question smiled at me. She looked so innocent. Just… strange.

“Well…”

“They’re human, but they’ve been dead for centuries. Someone collected their souls, jammed them back into bodies, and they’ve been playing music at my events for the last… eight-hundred years.”

“Then…” I frowned.

“Don’t think about it,” she whispered. “And remember. She bites.”

“Only the men,” the woman said, overhearing Kitty. “I’d be good for you.”

“But I’d never be able to trust you with Dapy, so it’s never going to happen,” Kitty pointed out.

“What if you muzzle me?” She offered.

“I’m going.” Lydia got up and started clearing the used dishes.

“Agatha, help her,” Kitty instructed. “Dapy, are you finished eating?”

I looked at my bowl. There was a chunk of bread I used to mop up the last of the stew, and it went down quickly. I turned my attention to Kitty and nodded. “I am, yes.”

“And you, Efaris?”

“I don’t need to learn how to dance,” Efaris pointed out.

“But Dapy needs to learn to dance with you,” Kitty pointed out. “And I’ll be indisposed.”

“Ah, the special request,” the lute player nodded as he lifted up a case. “I brought what you asked for.”
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“And one, and two, and twist and dip,” the lute player announced as he played a familiar tune, while the woman drummed a beat.

Their last member hadn’t played yet and while thinking about that, I trod on Efaris’s foot, making her wince.

“STOP!”

There were muffled sounds to my right, but I dared not look.

“What are we up to, Mr. Dapy?” The man asked.

I finally looked over at Kitty. She was trembling in anticipation. Heify loomed over her, a leather whip clutched in her hands.

“T-twenty-eight,” I muttered.

“General Vozrok, if you may,” the man gestured.

Heify smirked at me. Kitty was bound. Upside down, to a sawhorse dragged in from the barn. Entirely naked, her legs were pinned back and her arms tied in place behind her. She was blindfolded, gagged and completely helpless as Heify brought the whip down between Kitty’s legs.

What was worse? Was how much Kitty seemed to like it.

“I can’t believe she can cum like that,” Efaris whispered.

The leather cracked across Kitty’s flower. She jerked in her bonds, letting out a muffled squeal. Her juices ran down her leg as Heify raised the whip once more.

“It must hurt, though,” I pointed out. “Look how red she is.”

Heify brought the whip down once more, and Kitty strained in her restraints as her tail thrashed around.

“The whip isn’t even leaving a mark,” Efaris nudged me. “This is foreplay for her.”

Heify brought the whip down a third time, aiming directly for Kitty’s clitoris. That set her off again. I watched her flower pulse and squeeze as Kitty screamed into her gag.

“Maybe I should let you do that to me later,” Efaris said and pulled me around to face her.

“You’d want that?” I asked a genuine look of puzzlement on my face.

Efaris shrugged. “To cum that hard without even being fucked? It must be one hell of an experience.”

“I would be happy to demonstrate,” Heify announced, before another crack echoed through the air.

“Even I want a bit of that,” the deranged woman with the drum muttered, earning herself a fierce glare from the lute player.

“Sir, your next steps,” he called as he turned to face me. “From the top. Take the lady’s hand.”

I swallowed my nervousness and took Efaris’s hand. Remembering what came next, I put my hand on her hip. She placed hers on my shoulder and when the music started, I tried to remember the steps to the waltz once more.
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The days leading up to the wedding were, if anything, more stressful than usual. The reaper had taken root and was doing far better than I could have imagined. It only took days before I had a whole field of the deceptively lovely plant. Even now, I’d had Heify drag out three elk who couldn’t resist using it as bedding in the night. By day, though, it was like a fluffy red cloud, almost too lovely to risk standing on. Which was entirely the point.

We’d started on the decorations. Hanging sheets between the poles, to act as shade, while putting up the frame for a tent that would cover the reapers where everyone would sit. The king had a special spot up the front where he could see it all, but the rest could be bedded down on the reaper.

Food was being taken care of as well. Most of it would be cold stuff: preserves, pickled and otherwise dried. Lydia was working on it, setting things up, while Kitty had promised to send for more help. That was, after extracting a promise to keep the sawhorse in the house. The first time she insisted on me taking Heify’s place had been interesting for both of us. Me, for having to pluck up the courage to actually strike her. And Kitty, because she achieved orgasm with every second or third swat, turning her into a blubbering mess, well beyond her own expectations.

Something Heify found amusing until Kitty challenged her to have a try. Something the stoic cow-woman declined.

She and I had spent the last day digging a large trench on the other side of the house. Allmiron was going to bag an elk, and that pit was going to be where we cooked it. Fresh venison was something of a favorite for the king, and despite technically being poaching, Efaris assured me it was fine.

All in preparation for tomorrow, Efaris had gone somewhere. Kitty and Heify had vanished, leaving Agatha behind to keep me company.

And as she got on her knees before me, I couldn’t help but shake this terrible feeling I had. Not about what Kitty had instructed her to do. But for what was coming. My wedding was supposed to be a good day. And yet…

I was worried.


Chapter 11



“Dapy, there’s someone coming,” Allmiron cried as she swooped overhead.

I frowned. The wedding wasn’t until afternoon. I was still doing the final touchups. Allmiron spread the word through the teams of chickens working on the decorations. Where five-foot tall, feathered women once stood, were now chickens darting for the cover of the plants. I stood tall and looked around. There was great colored sheets hanging from the posts. That reaper plant that terrified me had quickly taken over the back field. A tent had already been put up, giving it a nice shade. The afternoon sun would be behind it all, lighting up the wedding without blinding anyone.

It looked… like some mystical fairytale. Fit for a queen, or in this case, a court wizard. My court wizard. I sighed and shook my head. I still didn’t understand why this was all happening. I thought I was going to die here, and now I was surrounded by demons and whatever else lurked in the dark. More than that, most of those demons were of the sexual variety.

What Efaris wanted with me when I came with all this baggage, I didn’t know. But… my chest tightened when she opened her eyes in the morning. It fluttered when she smiled and by golly did it leap when she fell into my arms after a session of… well… making love might have been a word for it. But I was pretty sure that what we did was a little more than simple love.

“I don’t get it. But I’ll deal with it,” I said to myself.

Which is when I caught sight of the motion. The road leading to the farm. It was a way off yet. They’d be here in a couple of minutes. That road, I’d only travelled once, to leave this place. One I likely wouldn’t travel again. The carriage looked… heavy. I didn't know what to think of it. It wasn’t some glorious thing, but it wasn’t some peasant wagon either.

Solid, with a roof and a handful of guards riding ahead and behind. It was someone important. Probably one of those noble sorts that Efaris had warned me about. Probably here to get a good spot or try and sway me into agreeing to something I didn’t understand. I wished Efaris was here to deal with them, but… well, the only other option was Kitty and if they pissed her off, she’d probably kill them.

It would have been nice to clean up before the guests arrived. But that just wasn’t going to happen. Even if I ran, I’d barely get my hands clean before they arrived. So, I nodded with resignation and made my way over to the gate where Efaris told me a footman would direct people where to park for the event. Where that footman was now, I had no idea. It was just me here with the demons… and Agatha, who was helping Lydia with the food preparation.

With no better option, I ambled over and waited by the road for the carriage to arrive. The guards eyed me speculatively as they approached. None of them were wearing any kind of insignia, but that didn’t mean anything. If they were here, it was intentional. Maybe even because of that guy hiding in the woods for the last couple of days?

As I watched, the carriage began to slow, and the guards did as well. They passed through the gate, not stopping to talk as the carriage rolled by. I spotted a pair of faces in the back, but they were drawn back into the shadow, giving no indication of who they were. The last guards entered and suddenly I found myself being eyed.

“Who are you?” One of the guards demanded.

“Ah… Dapy. Farmer, sir.” I frowned, not liking his tone, but unsure of how to react to a bunch of men with swords.

“Good,” the guard snapped. “Saves finding you then.”

The driver of the carriage climbed off the seat and made his way to the door. Opening it with a bow, the first person out was clearly another guard. This one wore heavy plate armor. It was polished like a mirror and had a familiar-looking crest emblazoned on the front. He wore no helmet but carried a long sword with a mace on his hip.

The guard eyed me, then looked around as if expecting trouble. Trouble he didn’t seem to find as he turned and held out his hand. The next person to exit was a young woman. Pretty. Barely out of her teens. She wore a light, but expensive dress that covered her from neck to the pointy shoes that darted out as she stepped from the carriage onto the ground.

“This is… quaint,” she said, keeping her expression neutral while she looked around at the decorations.

“Efaris wanted it like this,” a masculine voice called.

The next person out of the carriage was an older man. His hair and moustache were peppered with grey. He had a keen eye and looked me over before doing the same to the wedding decorations.

“I don’t suppose you know who I am, do you?”

“Ah… no sir⁠—”

“No, my king,” the young lady snapped at me.

Oh…

“Calm yourself, Denisey.” He patted her shoulder. “The greatest noble this man has ever known was the late Baron Springford.”

“K-king,” I gave a bow. “I’m sorry.”

“I shall have to send you for proper instruction,” the king sniffed. “I shall forgive you on this day.”

“Thank you, my king,” I gave another awkward bow.

“Daughter, if you may. I would like to speak to the farmer alone.” He gestured towards the farmhouse.

She nodded. “Yes, father.”

One half of the guards peeled off to follow the young woman as she strode towards my home. The others moved to support the king, while his personal guard eyed me warily.

“Dapy.”

“Yes, my king?”

He sighed and shook his head. “Enough of that for the moment. My daughter is tightly wound, but this is not my court.”

“It’s your farm, though,” I pointed out.

“It is, yes. But so far, all those who came here, died,” the king said. He gazed around him. “This one, singular farm supplies more alchemic ingredients than all others combined. And all it cost me was a half-dozen or so lives a year to keep it running. Until now.”

“I…” I really didn’t know what to say. I wasn’t about to tell him that it was a demon responsible for everything. Let alone that that demon had taken a liking to me.

“I was rather despondent when I received that casus belli,” the king continued. “It alleviated my concern after that… incident.”

“Me too,” I sighed.

The king watched me and licked his lips. “Did you kill him?”

“What?”

“The fire?” the king pushed. “Was that you?”

“No!” I flinched. “The… the fire was someone else. There were screams, and… someone broke into the room I was in. Tried to kill me.”

“My reports say you were injured; both legs broken. How did you survive the fire, let alone an armed intruder?”

“Ag… ah…. One of the guards. She was in my room at the time. When the man came in, they fought and she slew him. When Efaris got back, she got us out.”

The king nodded. “Efaris told me much the same, but in more detail.” He let out a sigh. “I shall have to put more effort into that investigation. I’m not liking where my answers are taking me.”

“I’m… sorry?”

The king laughed and shook his head. “Apologies, Dapy. The trials of leadership are vast and far beyond that of a simple farmer. You are not to blame in this. Whatever crimes against the baron you committed, they are of no interest to me since his death. If his daughter were alive, she might press for charges, but like her father, she appears to have died in the blaze.”

I didn’t know what to tell the king. Agatha was very much alive, just… unsure of her position in the world. I didn’t feel comfortable giving away that information. She might even hide the fact during the wedding. I hadn’t thought of that at all.

“Anyway,” the king cleared his throat. “I simply wished to meet the man who cheated death and turned this whole place around. Your shipments are well received, and the quantities are already driving down prices of certain alchemical ingredients. Not to the point of ruining business’s but helping spur it on.”

“I’m… glad,” I looked down trying to hide my expression.

The king chuckled again and gestured for me to follow. “Come. This is your wedding day. I’ll have some of my guards set up the last of the decorations. You need to get ready. Efaris is not a patient woman.”

“No,” I frowned at that. “No, she is not.”
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I tried to ignore the voices in the other room. The king. The actual king. And his daughter. They were in the living room drinking tea while their guards roamed through the house. Where Agatha was, I had no idea. I was busy scrubbing myself down as quickly as I could. My clothes were all set out. I didn’t know how any of this was supposed to work. I was just a farmer.

“Don’t forget under your nails.”

I flinched and turned as Agatha pressed her finger to her lips.

“What are you doing in here?” I whispered.

“Hiding,” she replied. “Did you know the king was coming?”

“No,” I grunted. “And where have you been hiding?”

“Oh, that’s easy,” she grinned. Then her body contorted and shrunk down on itself in a way I’d seen Kitty do many times before. “Meow.”

“That makes sense,” I sighed and slumped back in the bath.

“Oh, cheer up Dapy,” Agatha said, appearing beside the tub once more. “You’re to be a married man.”

“How is that supposed to cheer me up?” I asked.

“Because some ladies are attracted to married men.”

I frowned at her. “Since when do you talk like this?”

Agatha frowned and tilted her head. “I… think it’s since I changed.”

“Agatha—”

“No, don’t take pity on me. I… don’t think it’s a bad thing. More like… I’m more in tune with my inner self, rather than the one I learned to present to avoid my father.”

I didn’t know what to say to that. But it didn’t matter as she took my hand and examined my nails. Before long, I was awkwardly waiting as she used a curved claw to scrub dirt from under my nails, before dragging me out of the water. Rather than dressing alone, I had help. Agatha helped me get into my outfit. It wasn’t quite the shirt and pants that I was used to. Instead, there were a series of buckles, belts and buttons that I couldn’t reach easily on my own. Something that became apparent as Agatha tightened parts of my outfit and left me feeling like I was tied up.

“This…”

“Awful, isn’t it?” She smirked.

“Have you worn stuff like this before?” I asked.

“Probably worse,” she smiled. “A corset is wonderful for your back, unless someone decides you’re a size too large for your dress and break a couple ribs stuffing you into it.”

“That’s something people do?”

“Once,” she nodded. “I was a girl, father was… father.”

I saw the look in her eye and pulled her into a hug. She laughed and pushed me back. “Don’t wrinkle your suit. You need to get ready. People will be arriving.”

I nodded and gave her a smile before making my way out of the bathing room. The king and his daughter were no longer inside. Lydia, though, looked like she had frayed slightly as she danced around, wiping everything with a cloth. One look at her and I decided to leave her to it. The woman had things in… control.

The surprise, though, was when I stepped outside. Because if I didn’t know better, that was Heify strolling around the reaper field in a dress. She had a mask on, which made her small horns look like part of an outfit. Flitting around were more ladies that, to my eyes, were obviously chickens. Even Allmiron was out there. Rather, she was out there in the field, sitting on a blanket with Kitty beside her.

“I’m not sure where they started coming from,” the king said, making me whirl around.

“Sorry, my king, I didn’t see you there.”

“No harm done,” he smiled. “Are you nervous?”

“Ah—”

“Because if you back out now and upset my court wizard, I’ll have you beheaded, farm or not.”

I swallowed and nodded. “I’m not going anywhere.”

“Grand,” the king said, his smile grew wider. “Far better than some nobles. You threaten them and they bluster and stutter like morons.”
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“Deep breaths.”

I glanced at the king and saw an encouraging smile. Things were moving quickly now. I didn’t recognize anyone out in the reaper field. Carriages lined up along the fence. Nobles were already bickering about having to walk, while the few faces I did recognize were running around making conversation. The band Kitty had… resurrected, or something, were off to one side by a patch of what was radishes. They were dressed nicely, wearing masks like everyone else.

I could tell the masks were to distinguish the guests from those who remained at the farm. Lydia had snuck out earlier, wearing a similar one, while Agatha had yet to appear. I was by the front door. And to my horror, beside me was the king. His daughter was perched upon a massive pile of pillows and blankets set out in the reaper field.

She had complained at first, only to end up resting upon the strange plant. Her next question came as no surprise when she asked how to grow it at home. I hadn’t come up with a way to tell her no. I could only hope that Kitty would have a solution later. Right now, I was holding very still as we waited for the main event.

“It’ll be starting in a moment,” the king told me.

I licked my lips and nodded. I didn’t know how he knew that, but I wasn’t about to question the king. I could just see the sun getting lower on the horizon and worried that the reaper field might just earn its name. There was a princess out there, so delays could be… bad.

To my relief though, at the end of the pathway, just behind where the tents started, I saw a flash of light. A portal snapped open, glowing despite the sun behind it. And out from that portal, stepped the most beautiful woman I’d ever seen. She had a wide smile, and her eyes lit up as she stepped clear. With her was Agatha, masked and holding up a long train so it didn’t drag on the dirt.

“Close your mouth, your tongue is hanging out,” the king whispered.

I swallowed as the music began to play. A few whispers broke out as Efaris began her slow walk. The music echoed across the farm, but I only had eyes for Efaris. She stared at me. She wore a stunning blue and white dress. A veil covered her face, but thin enough I could see her smile. The train glinted like it was covered in drops of dew. I could do nothing but stare and accept that I was the luckiest son of a bitch born this century.

[image: ]



COMDRIM

“CUNT!”

Someone, one of the nobles, looked over. I hid my fury as I watched that murderous bitch walk towards the fucking farmer. This hadn’t gone to plan. With the king there, his people would be nearby. If I wanted a clean kill, I needed to do it on my terms. The king complicated that. Not that I didn’t think I could do it. But I couldn’t guarantee how much it would hurt when I did.

I wanted to take my time. To make it hurt. So they knew. Which meant I needed to wait. I watched that bitch go past. It felt like a slap in the face watching her walk down, looking so happy. That fucking dress would be a perfect weapon to use. After cutting her throat, I’d soak it in her blood and use it to strangle the farmer. That’d make me feel better.

“In all my years,” the king began to talk. “I never thought I would have the privilege to marry one of my closest friends.”

“Advisor,” I hissed. “Fucking king.”

“Shh!”

I shot a glare at the woman who had hushed me. Middle-aged, with a wrinkled husband. Noble by marriage, if I had my guess. Her dress was expensive enough. Probably a decent carriage. If I cut her fucking throat, I could pad my pockets with whatever she carried. Would make a good retirement plan.

“Here, I bring two people together. To bind them eternally in marriage,” the king waffled on. “The rights granted to me, as sovereign of these lands. I pronounce you both, man and wife.”

A small cheer went out. And I wanted to vomit.
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DAPY

“You may kiss your bride,” the king told me.

I almost nodded like an idiot. It took a moment for the words to sink in. I half expected to have some ring giving ceremony. I’d read that in a book, but no such thing happened here.

“Dapy,” Efaris whispered.

“Sorry,” I blushed, before lifting her veil. “You’re just… so beautiful.”

“Nawwww,” the crowd moaned, making me blush.

Efaris wasn’t worried, though. Her smile was infectious as she lifted her chin towards me. I pulled her close, and as man and wife, our lips touched.

The band broke out, and of all things a flock of birds, all the colors of the rainbow, burst out of the windows of the farmhouse. Their cries echoed in the noon light, adding to the music as the guests cheered and clapped.

When we finally broke our kiss, I stared into Efaris’s eyes as she stared right back.

“I married a farmer,” she giggled.

I smiled. “I married a wizard.”

“How many children do you want?”

I inhaled as I tried to swallow, and something went down the wrong hole. As I coughed and spluttered, the king stepped away, saying something I didn't quite hear. Kitty seemed to be on the move, though. As the king moved away, the demons in masks rushed into the house. Only for them to rush back out with platters laden with food. With the porch unoccupied, I took Efaris’s hand, and we started to dance. She smiled so brightly, I just couldn’t understand how any of this was possible. But… she was happy. And that made me happy.
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COMDRIM

This made me sick. One of those scrawny cunts walked over with a smile. Like everything was well in the world. She gave me an odd look when I glared at her offer for a drink. Those stupid furry fucking ears poking out of her mask made her look ridiculous. She was short, though. I liked the short bitches. Maybe if she was still around, I’d have some fun with her when I was done.

The happy couple were dancing like idiots on the stage. The nobles had begun to join them. All but the king, who seemed to be making his escape as quickly as he could. Taking his bitch daughter with him. With the king out of the way, things were certainly going to be easier. There were guards here still, but they wouldn’t be as concerned with the likes of me. Once I stuck the knife in, they’d flee and that would be the end of it. I just needed to⁠—

“What?” I flinched as a firm hand gripped my shoulder.

“We should talk,” a firm, feminine voice whispered in my ear.

“Take your fucking hand off—OUCH!”

She was crushing me. I tried to pull away, but her grip tightened enough I thought I was going to lose my arm. Rather than risk my wrath ending here and now, I allowed her to steer me off away from the party. It was all too quickly obvious that we were heading for the barn. I tried to reach for my knife, but she grabbed my other arm and kept me moving until we were well out of the earshot of the other guests.

“What the fuck do you want?” I snarled.

“I’m curious what your plans are,” she replied evenly.

I frowned as she nudged the barn door open and shoved me inside. I staggered forward and yanked my knife free before whirling on the woman. She was huge. Wearing a cow mask with little horns. Knowing she had them without the mask on changed nothing. Her proportions were… unnatural. The cow woman I had seen from the forest edge. Up close though, she were even larger and more intimidating than I had imagined.

“So, which of them are you here to kill?” she asked.

I froze, knife in hand, as she crossed her arms like this was a normal day for her. “What makes you think I’m not here for you?”

“I wasn’t born yesterday.” She rolled her eyes and strode past me without a care.

Part of me wanted to stick her. If only to show her I would. But… something about this woman she was… different. Different enough to make me think over what I was doing. Like she was dangerous, but… she was here before the guests were. I was watching. That bitch wizard brought her here, like the others. But… she wasn’t a maid either…

With a lick of my lips, I breathed in deep for preparation of the fight I was certain was coming. “The wizard.”

“Efaris?”

“Yes.” I narrowed my eyes. “And the farmer.”

“Ah,” she took a deep breath.

I didn’t even see the fist coming.
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KITTY

I watched them dance. That foolish little human. His foolish little grin. Fuck, I wanted to suck his cock. I shuddered at the thought of it. But that wasn’t for me. Not tonight. It wouldn’t be fair. Efaris made me promise, and I was a prince of my word.

“Lord Sagroth?”

I turned and looked at my general. The great mountain of a woman. Would she want to marry my human too?

“Problem?”

“Not exactly,” Vozrok whispered. “But we have an intruder.”

“Which of these idiot nobles would send a spy here?” I giggled.

“None. He’s an assassin.”

“Juicy—”

“For Dapy⁠—”

“BASTARD!”

That earned me a few scowls as Dapy and Efaris twirled around. Hells below, he was just… delicious to watch. But right now, I had bigger problems. My anger pulsed and Vozrok led the way. I saw her leave with someone earlier. I dismissed it as a drunk idiot, but now I knew better. I stomped through the barn doors and stared down at the bound and gagged man laying on the floor.

“He said Efaris killed his brother,” Vozrok said with a nod.

“He probably deserved it,” I scoffed as the man’s eyes bulged with fury. “But so I know what to tell her, who was your brother and how did she kill him?”

The man writhed in his bonds and snarled through his gag. Vozrok stepped over him, grabbing his nose hard enough that he cried out in pain. That opened his jaw, and she snagged out his gag.

“CUNTS!” he snarled. “I’ll fucking gut both of—OOF!”

Vozrok lifted her hoof off his guts and stepped aside.

“Now, your brother. How did he die?”

“Why?”

I shrugged. “Humor me.”

“Head torn off. Body burned.”

“Head…” I frowned. “When was this?”

“Recently,” the man snarled.

I smirked. “At the baron’s estate?” The man’s look told me more than words ever could. I let out a soft giggle and shook my head. “Foolish human. Efaris, the wizard, never killed your brother.”

“Bullshit—”

“Because it was me,” I grinned. “Like you, he threatened my human. So, like your brother, it will be at my hand that you die. Unlike your brother, I’ll make you suffer for it.”

“You… YOU!”

My fist connected with his chin, rolling his eyes and slurring his cursing. Vozrok smirked as she stuffed the gag back into his mouth.

“I’ll deal with him tomorrow,” I told my general. “Right now, I’m going to go sit on a windowsill and watch how Dapy takes a wife. See if it’s worth marrying him myself.”

Vozrok rolled her eyes. “Like that would matter.”
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“The guests are gone,” Efaris smiled. “I told the King for safety reasons he should leave. The rest of the nobles did as soon as they realized he wasn’t coming back.”

“Not friends then?”

“I’d rather it just you, me and Kitty’s people. At least they’re honest about what they want,” Efaris sighed.

“No.” I stepped closer and took her in my arms. “No pouting. It’s your wedding night. You’re not allowed to be upset.”

Efaris giggled. “It’s your wedding night too, silly.”

“It’s been a wonderful wedding,” I said. I smiled and stared at my wife.

Honestly, I had no idea what amounted to a wonderful wedding. Usually, an elder of the village just made a small speech and if the family was wealthy enough, there was a small feast. This entire event was beyond anything I’d ever seen before.

“Well,” Efaris whispered. “I might just have a way to make it a little more wonderful.”

“Oh?” I smiled.

Efaris grinned. “The panties I’m wearing don’t have a crotch.”

I frowned for a moment as those words sank into my head. When I got what it meant, Efaris giggled softly. And I could swear I heard Kitty laughing too.


Chapter 12



“Dapy?”

“Hmm?” I flinched and realized I’d been staring at her in mild shock.

Efaris giggled softly and made a slow turn to show herself off to me. The blue and white dress was loose at the bottom. Poofy, with the train bundled up like a sash, making it look like it had a giant bow. From her legs, it pulled in tight around her waist. She was a generously curvy woman, and my eyes traced her figure up to her bust.

I may have been a man of limited experience with… people in general. But the gifts beneath that dress called to me now. This wasn’t just some random woman, nor was it Efaris. This woman was my wife. Wedded to me by the king himself.

“That’s the kind of look I was hoping for,” Efaris smiled. “What are you thinking about?”

“That you’re my wife.” I licked my lips. “And that… it’s normal to want you as badly as I do.”

Efaris giggled and slipped her hands behind herself. She stared at me as she fiddled with something. I was caught like a deer before a hunter’s bow. I knew what I wanted, just not how to get there. The bed was right there, but the dress was…

“How’s that?” Efaris smirked as she tugged free several lengths of cloth.

The skirt portion of her dress slackened. Before my very eyes, it slumped to the floor. The pale expanse of her legs became visible. Her stockings, like her dress, were blue and white. The blue, just the lace trim at the top, with the white covering her skin, giving it an ethereal sheen in the dim light of our bedroom.

“Ahhh…”

“Better,” she smiled and stepped one leg at a time out of the ruffles of the skirt on the floor.

My eyes drifted up, seeing the small patch of fabric that was her underwear. Sure enough, I could see a gap, where… it didn’t actually cover anything. Merely giving the illusion of doing so.

“What if I try this?” Efaris tilted her head.

Reaching up, she pulled at a knot, tucked neatly into a fold of her top. That loosened the garment around her neck, and she tugged the fabric down slightly. Before my eyes, her breasts came into view. Efaris smiled before tightening the ribbon once more, causing her top to cinch up and pull her breasts together in a way that drew my eye.

“Oh, I’m going to have to get more outfits like this,” she smiled, as she slowly strode towards me.

She was… stunning. I was stunned. This… It couldn’t be real. I thought it might have been, but maybe… yes. This was an afterlife. My whole miserable existence ended in the baron’s dungeon. I’d long since died and whatever was left of me was here. Hallucinating in the afterlife of this absolute goddess of a woman.

“You look like something is on your mind, Dapy,” Efaris whispered as she stepped in close.

“You’re not real,” I whispered. “You can’t be.”

“What makes you say that?” she asked as she began tugging at my pants.

“I suffered my whole life and died. I suffered so badly that the gods of the afterlife saw fit to give me this hallucination in compensation.” I licked my lips. “It can’t be real.”

Efaris pushed my pants down. I gasped as her hand wrapped around my penis.

“You think I’m some otherworldly creation of the gods, sent to reward you for a life of anguish?” she asked.

“It’s the only thing that makes sense.” I nodded firmly. “You’re just… perfect. And I’m just a farmer. It can’t be real. It’s just not possible.”

“Well,” Efaris licked her lips as she squatted down on the balls of her feet. “If I’m not real,” she said as her hot breath washed over me. “Then what’s stopping you from doing whatever you want to me?”

I gulped as her tongue lapped up the underside of my length. Her words stuck in my head, but…

“How about this?” she whispered and opened her mouth.

Leaning forward slightly, she took the head just between her teeth and closed her lips around it. Suckling slightly, she looked up at me. As I stared at her, she reached up with one hand and pinched at her nipple. The other went down where I could see her elbow moving back and forth. Along with the sound of something wet being played with.

The idea of what she was doing made me throb, but she didn’t react to my response, merely maintained the light suction. In fact, she was staring up at me with wide eyes, like she was waiting for something.

“W-what?” I whispered.

Efaris made a small grunt and released her breast. She took my wrist and pulled my hand to the back of her head, before going back to playing with her nipple. My mind whirled as I desperately wanted more of her. I just… What if she was right? I thought this through logically. If… this was real. I wasn’t dead, I wasn’t dreaming and that she wasn’t a made-up figment of my imagination. If so… She had put herself in this position—she chose to do this all herself. Or… she wasn’t real. And if she wasn’t. Then none of this mattered anyway. I hardly knew anymore. I thought I did. Just the last few months. So many things had happened that defied all reasonable explanation.

And if this was just in my head, or a reward like I’d told her… Did anything I do actually matter? With a sigh, I tightened my grip slightly. My fingers dug into Efaris’s hair, and she gave just the slightest nod of her head while staring up at me.

“Oh,” I sighed as I slowly dragged her head closer to my lap. My penis slid between her lips and Efaris’s eyes glinted as she smiled around me. “You like that?”

“Mmmhmmm,” Efaris moaned as her hands sped up. Both on her breast and between her legs.

I pulled her back, only to feel the suction of her mouth increase. It’s like… she wanted this. For me to… to do this to her.

“Oh, Efaris,” I moaned, pulling her closer once more. She lapped up the underside, swirling her tongue over me. As I pulled her away, that tongue lapped over the head, giving me even more pleasure.

Quickly, though, I realized this was going to be a problem. Rather than pull her back and forth, I could… thrust, couldn’t I?

I tightened my grip a little in her hair. Efaris moaned, but did not otherwise react. At least, until I adjusted my stance and thrust my hips forward. I was slow. I didn’t want to harm her. Instead, Efaris’s eyes bulged for a moment, before she let out what could only be a moan of satisfaction.

“You feel so good,” I told her as I thrust into her mouth once more.

In response, she grabbed my other hand with sticky fingers and pulled that up to grab her hair as well. With both hands controlling her head, I experimented on speed and depth. Real or not, I didn’t want to hurt her. I just… wanted this. Wanted her.

Efaris’s mouth stayed closed around me. A tight seal of wet flesh and writhing tongue, bathing me with pleasure as I thrust in and out of her mouth. Her eyes watered, and her breathing came in sharp bursts between thrusts. I could feel her saliva dripping down her chin. But all I could see in her eyes was happiness, lust and a tinge of pleasure as she abandoned touching herself. As her hands slid up my thighs and held my hips, I stared down into her eyes as I pushed…

“My cock,” I grunted. “You like sucking my cock, don’t you?”

Efaris let out a moan, and I could swear her legs started to tremble. She didn’t stop, though. Nor did she give any indication she wanted me to either, even with her hands on my hips, ready to pull away. She just… Didn’t. Rather, her lips tightened and her tongue pressed me into the roof of her mouth.

She held still as I gritted my teeth. This was amazing. Fantastic. Kitty and I had done things like this before. Agatha and the others had too. But this was the first time I was the one in charge. There was something soo… right about holding Efaris in place as I thrust my cock into her mouth.

What I hadn’t been expecting was for her to dig her nails into my hips. I froze in place, fearing she was hurting. Only for Efaris to shove herself forward. I felt something in her throat relax, and my cock slid further into her mouth than ever before. Tears streamed from her eyes and she blinked them away, even as she clung to me.

And then she swallowed.

I gasped, feeling the muscles contract around me. When she swallowed again, I clenched my teeth, arms and core tensing. Swallowing a third time, I felt my seed bubbling up from within. I jerked my hips, and Efaris gagged a little as I erupted inside her mouth. She forced her eyes open, holding me in place as she swallowed around me once more. I flooded her mouth, watching the white liquid escape her lips, before she swallowed, trying to suck it all back down.
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COMDRIM

Finally…

Something distracted her. That huge, cow headed woman. Something was off about her. More than I’d realized at first. No woman should be that strong. And I didn’t mean that in a sense that women were weaker than men. No, that was apparent already. But these women, whatever they were, I could scarcely call them human. Being manhandled like that and knocked unconscious… I had believed at first, them to be the creation of some mad alchemist, messing with things he shouldn’t. Now… I wasn’t so sure.

I let out a huff through my gag. Tied well, like the rest of the bindings. Still, they hadn’t thought of everything. With my arms behind my back and my legs tied together, I wasn’t going far. But I didn’t need to yet. Pulling my knees in, I pushed my feet under myself. Straining against the ropes, I was able to grab the edge of my pants and pull my foot just a little closer.

With some wiggling, I found it. The knife. Small, for just such occasions. I checked the doorway to the barn. She was standing there. Just outside of view. Her shadow from the moonlight cast back inside the door where I could see it. Knife in hand, I turned the blade around and slid it up my wrists.

It was awkward, but with a few wrist movements, I was sawing into the bindings. I kept my breathing even and took my time. Rushing would make noise and risk me dropping the knife. Both would be fatal mistakes, knowing these women. I heard a snort and froze in place. Glancing at the door, the woman in the cow mask was shifting from side to side. She didn’t seem to be paying any attention to me at all, especially when she let out a soft moan for some reason. I shook my head and continued sawing. Each push and pull of that knife loosened the bindings on my wrist until finally there was the softest snap. I caught the knife and gave a wriggle as the rope fell free. Now I gripped the knife properly and brought it around to my front. The first binding was above my knees. Pulled tight and with a proper grip, I was through the rope in moments. Only to repeat it for the rope around my ankles.

Tossing the shreds of rope aside, I stood up. The knife was still good. Still sharp. The blade was only as long as my thumb. Not good for a lot, but perfect for a jugular. I sneered as I silently got to my feet. Stretching my arms and legs slightly, I limbered up. It wasn’t perfect and I could still feel some cramping, but it would do.

The barn floor was covered in soft straw. It crinkled underfoot, but the woman was making a few grunts and moans. Enough to distract her as I crept to the open barn door. Peeking out, she was standing there… One hand… doing something rather obvious, and… unwomanly…

There was always the chance I’d be able to convince her, now I was armed, to come back into the barn for a while. But that was a fool’s errand, and I had a bigger bitch to slice. I didn’t care what the other one said. I’d kill them all. Just to make a point. With a grin of determination, I stepped closer.

One hand went up and gripped the hair on the back of her head. Those horns looked sturdy, but I wasn’t sure if they’d fall off, given a bump or a pull. Hair worked just as well. I pulled, forcing her neck out as she gasped in surprise. Only for my knife to slam into her throat.

I felt the gush of blood spray across my hand as I ripped the blade out, opening her windpipe to the night air. As expected, she dropped to the ground, hacking and coughing through the blood that filled her lungs. She would be dead soon, and I left her to suffer her final moments in terror and confusion as I strode across the farm.

I could make out a cat sitting on a windowsill on the second floor. That little beast peered through the open window. If I had to guess, that’s where the bitch and the farmer were. Maybe even the bitch who claimed to have killed my brother?

I sneered as I walked over to those strangely soft plants. My brother would have found them interesting too. I thought about digging one up. Taking it with me. The idea was humorous. I wasn’t going to live long enough to enjoy them. There was no point in thoughts of the future. I’d be hunted for what I was about to do. Rather than dwell on what could be, I focused on what was and stepped foot in the field.

Right as a bunch of spines shot into my leg. I tried to scream, but my mouth wouldn’t work. My vision swam for a moment before stabilizing. I caught a glimpse of a vine wrapping up the inside of my leg before pitching forward into the plant.

Eyes open, I couldn’t move. I could barely breathe. The plant wriggled like it was alive. I could hear soft giggling in my ears. Those vines slowly pushed into my clothing, wrapping around my face. Everywhere they touched, they stabbed into me, burrowing deeper into me. I wanted to scream, to cry, to beg whatever this was to end.

I could see as one pointed vine hovered above my eye, as if looking for the best place to pierce. I felt my bladder release in terror as it moved closer. Only for a hand to wrap around my ankle. I would have cheered if possible, as I was hauled out of that horrible plant. Whoever it was, turned me over and I stared up in shock and confusion as the bloody, but clearly alive, cow woman loomed overhead.

“Well, that was fucking stupid, wasn’t it,” she grunted.

This couldn’t be happening. I could see her neck. Splattered with blood. But… she was fine. I couldn’t see a cut. It was like… she’d healed somehow.

“Now,” she grinned. “After the stunt you just pulled, we’re going to play a little game.”

I whimpered softly as she held up a rope.

I couldn’t fight. I couldn’t struggle, I couldn’t argue, twitch, or shout. With my ankles tied, I was helpless as she tossed me back into the field. All those vines shot into my body. I wanted to scream as she hauled on the rope, slowly dragging me free.

My skin burned. All of it. Clothing or not, I was bleeding all over from countless spines driven through my skin as she dragged me free.

“That’s one,” she grinned and picked me up once more.
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DAPY

“W-was that okay?”

Efaris smiled as she leaned into me. “You were wonderful,” she said with a slight croak. “I’m your wife now. You should enjoy me, just as much as I enjoy you.”

“I enjoyed that a lot,” I admitted.

“Then it was good for both of us then.” Her smile was content as she snuggled against me.

I nodded at that. She had made me feel so good. Maybe… I decided what I wanted to do. Efaris smiled as I placed my hands on her sides. Her smile widened as I turned her around. She didn’t resist as I walked her backward and when her knees hit the bed, she sat down with an expectant smile.

“M-my turn.” I nodded.

“Your turn?” Efaris tilted her head slightly.

I knelt down, and she smiled widely as she realized where I was going. Taking her knees, I pulled her closer to the edge of the bed, before spreading her knees wide to give me room.

“I’m more than ready for you,” she admitted. “But I’m not about to stop you.”

“Real or not, I want you to feel good.” I shrugged as I looked her over.

Efaris was lying on her back. Elbows bent behind her; she was watching me over the crest of her wonderful breasts. Her skin glistened with a faint sheen of sweat as I followed down to the space between her legs. The fabric was thin around her waist and wrapped between her legs. Only to open conspicuously in the middle. Her… her clitoris was exposed, as was most of her, right to the opening. More obvious, from the sticky mess that clung to the garment and down to the insides of her stockings.

What caught my eye, though, was the metal ring.

“What’s that?” I asked.

“Something Kitty gave me,” Efaris admitted. “It sounded a little strange at first, but… Well, give it a little pull.”

I frowned and hooked my finger into the ring. With a light tug, I realized it wasn’t attached to her clothing. But… it was inside her. Not her flower, but…

“What is that?” I asked.

“She called it an anal plug.” Efaris chewed her lip. “And that feels really good.”

“Does it?” I blinked and looked up at her.

Efaris chewed her lip and nodded slowly. I glanced down at the plug, whatever it really was and pulled it again. I could see something. Something inside her. It caused her… her ass to stretch slightly. When Efaris made a noise, I relaxed my grip and pushed it back in again.

“Oh, yesss,” Efaris moaned.

I gave it another pull, and Efaris gasped. Pushing it back in and her legs quivered. She really was enjoying this.

“Dapy,” Efaris whimpered. “Touch my clit.”

“Oh.” I nodded.

Without a moment of hesitation, I leaned in and pressed my lips around that sensitive little spot. Efaris squealed as I gave it a gentle suck, and her legs snapped shut around my ears. Now it was my turn as I felt my hair tug as Efaris gripped the back of my head.

Realizing this was the same as what I had done to her, I kept sucking. Running my tongue over her, she tasted wonderful. There was something unique and intimate about the way a woman tasted and hallucination or not, I was going to enjoy it. When Efaris rocked her hips up, I felt my wrist pull and remembered the ring.

As I tugged it, Efaris’s hand squeezed almost painfully in my hair. Feeling that, I pushed the ring back in, which made her tremble and bounce her hips once more. Nothing about this made me think she was upset, so I did it again. Sucking on her clit as I ran my tongue over the flesh within my mouth. All the while, slowly pulling and pushing the plug.

With the tightness of her grip and the squeeze of her legs, I could barely see. I couldn’t hear and I couldn’t move more than I already was. As a gush of liquid sprayed across my chin, I held my breath as she jerked and spasmed. Efaris’s hips twisted, and I fell free of her grasp as my dream wife let me go.

She was gasping loudly as she flopped onto her stomach. With her legs hanging off the bed, she was on her knees, and I could see the metal ring bobbing up and down as her internal muscles throbbed. I knew she’d had an orgasm and felt proud for giving that to her.

“Oh, Dapy,” Efaris let out a tired laugh and dropped her face into the bed for a moment.

I took a deep breath and wondered if I could keep going. I’d finished once, so had she. My experience with women is that they could have more than one orgasm. But… I felt pretty fresh myself. So as Efaris rested on her front, I moved up behind her.

Efaris’s skin was lovely as I ran my hands over her. She was warm and damp all over. Some of it was sweat, but most of it was the gush from her orgasm. Everything smelled like womanly pleasure, and I steered myself into position.

“Dapy?” Efaris raised her head.

I fit my cock to her entrance and Efaris let out a gasp, before dropping her face to the mattress once more. She took my entire length with ease. She was so hot inside. Hot, wet and delightful in the best way possible. The plug, whatever it was, felt like a hard lump on the top of my cock. It stayed in place, making her feel tighter than normal. Hands on her hips, I drove myself into her and back out. Efaris gripped the sheets as her feet lightly kicked on the floor.

“Is this too much?” I asked as I slowed.

“No!” Efaris gasped. “I want it!”

I grinned when I heard that. Leaning onto the bed, I placed a hand on her shoulder so she could grab me if she wanted to get my attention. It also gave me better leverage as I thrust into her from behind. Efaris cried out before biting at the sheets. As expected, she reached up, grabbing my hand, but only to hold as she cried out, screams muffled by the mattress.

I grinned. Dream or not. Afterlife or not. This made my heart and confidence soar. This woman. Efaris. This absolute dream was the best thing I’d ever experienced. She was crying out, screaming my name as I thrust into her. I felt her muscles clench and squeeze around me. Her voice raised an octave, and her screams echoed throughout the room. Her arms flew back as she raised her head. The mad throbbing around me was sending me over the edge before I heard a metallic clink.

I sat back, trying to figure out what it was, before noticing the plug now on the floor. Right above Efaris’ flower was now her ass. With her hand laying by her hip, I realized what must have happened. Pulling out of her still throbbing flower, I fit my cock to her ass.

“DAPY!”

I grit my teeth as I slid into her ass once more. Usually, she liked this when she was drunk. This was the first time we’d done this properly while she was sober. She twisted her torso around, staring back at me with a strange expression, with her eyebrows ruffled as I slid deep into her body.

I began to recognize that look. That wasn’t just lust and pleasure. She looked vulnerable, too. Leaning in, I loomed over her. But she held still as I cupped her cheek. It was awkward, laying on her back with her torso twisted around. I managed to pull her close and bring her lips to mine.

The last minute of our lovemaking, I held her close. Thrusting into her gently. I would have called it, making love, if not for the fact I was in her ass. Efaris was only too eager to be held as I thrust into her, and despite the gentle pace, she finally hit her peak. I felt that familiar sensation of her squirting through anal. I laughed softly, realizing that’s exactly what had happened earlier when I was licking her.

With my hands on my wife, I thrust one final time into her, before my cock throbbed. Efaris moaned as she kissed me. My seed flooded her bowel, just the way she liked it.
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KITTY

I stared in open mouthed shock.

It started normally enough. Efaris, that lucky slut, sucked his cock. They spoke for a while and he admitted, like the idiot he was, that he still thought this was a dream. I’d have to do something about that. Delusions weren’t healthy, even if they were harmless.

Only… it seemed to have told him something. He’d never taken things as far as he had. And not in a bad way. Taking Efaris’s mouth like that had me weak at the knees. I almost fell off the windowsill. Everything that happened next: the oral—I was soaked down my thighs just watching. Only for him to flip her over and roughly take her from behind.

I had been rubbing my perfect little cunt right up until Efaris came so hard the plug fell out. And like the perfect husband of the Prince of Lust, he took that as an invitation to fuck her ass. I could see the flash of shock through Efaris’s aura a moment before it devolved into pure lust. She had loved every moment of it, from the initial penetration to the adorable way he held her close while he screwed her. I’d do anything to be in her place right now.

“Now if only Vozrok would finish torturing that man, so I can cum without being distracted,” I pouted, pressing my fingers to my clit once more.


Chapter 13



DAPY

As I opened the front door, the world came into view. Somehow, everything just looked… brighter. There was dew on the plants, making the ground glisten like jewels. The chickens were back, plucking weeds and eating bugs. Heify was roaming around in the reaper field. The sun was peeking above the trees and the breeze, despite the lateness of the year, held a comfortable warmth.

It was just perfect. Something that I was still trying to embrace. Because honestly, I was conflicted. The life I currently lived. All these women. The demons. Efaris, Agatha and Lydia. All of them were just lovely. Something I knew wasn’t possible. Nor reasonable. And yet… It all felt so real. However, everything that I am, every lesson I’d learned—screamed that this was a dream. Some addled nightmare born of magic and poison. Destroying my mind and body from within.

And yet… all of my instincts screamed at me. Telling me that this was real.

“And if it’s not,” I sighed. “Then I’m dead, anyway.”

“Dead?”

I flinched and turned. Agatha stood beside me. Leaning on the wall where I hadn’t noticed her as I stepped out.

“Sorry,” I smiled. “Just… lost in thought.”

“This that thing Kitty was talking about?” she asked. “Where you think you’re dreaming?”

I sighed. “I guess that isn’t good for you. Either I’m wrong, and everything that happened to you is real, or I’m right, and everything that happened to you is my fault.”

Agatha stared at me for a moment, before nodding to herself. She pushed off the wall and crept towards me on silent steps. She was beautiful before, but the addition of ears and a tail caught my eye more than normal. Kitty was… the most exotic woman I had ever seen, let alone dreamed of. And Agatha was a close second.

“Touch my ears, Dapy,” Agatha whispered.

I swallowed nervously. But did as she requested. I reached up and placed my hand on her head, careful not to tangle her hair. I rubbed the base of her ears. She let out a sigh of content, and gently gripped my forearm, before leaning just enough to look me in the eye.

“This is real, Dapy,” she whispered. “And it’s also not your fault.”

“How do you know that?” I asked.

She smiled. “Because I know for a fact that dreams don’t hurt. Only the real world does.”

In a flash, she snapped her head forward. I didn’t have time to react before four sharp teeth clamped down on the soft inside of my forearm. They pierced my flesh, and I yelped and tried to pull away. Agatha held on, snarling softly, before looking me in the eye. Only when I stopped trying to fight her, did she gently pull away. Four little dots started bleeding. And she leaned in, this time giving them a gentle lick.

“Dreams don’t hurt, Dapy,” she whispered.

My whole arm throbbed painfully at her words.

“Now,” she sighed as she stepped back and leaned on the wall. “For biting you. I need you to punish me. If you’d like to get it over with quickly, I suggest my throat.”

As she squatted down on the balls of her feet, she raised her head, resting it on the wall before opening her mouth. Her tongue rolled out, and she gave me a pathetic mewl, sounding just like a hungry cat.

[image: ]



KITTY

I was… conflicted. On one hand, I should have ripped her fucking head off. Those punctures might scar… or they would, if Efaris wouldn’t just heal them the moment she saw the injury. On the other hand, I wholeheartedly agreed with everything she said and did. Even now, apologizing to Dapy with the use of her throat. Her fingers danced along the insides of her thighs, wanting, but not daring, to relieve herself.

“Fuck,” I growled and turned away.

That was too much. I’d been clam-jammed since the wedding. Efaris had Dapy all night and again this morning. Now Agatha was worshipping that glorious cock, just like she was supposed to. My cunt ached to be filled and yet it just… wasn’t my turn.

“It’s a particularly exquisite torture,” Vozrok chuckled.

“Shut up.” I glared.

“Don’t be like that,” she sighed, before rubbing my head.

I snarled at her, and she removed the hand before I did… with violence. “What are you doing with that toy of yours, anyway?”

The man was wide-eyed. Barely on the edge of sanity and reason. Resting comfortably in the soft reaper plumage, I could see even now how his eyes flicked from side to side. Just waiting for the vines to snare him once more. The fool was barely dressed. Most of his clothing, now tattered shreds, from the ripping and tearing of those thorny vines. His skin below was raw. Bleeding in places, while scabbing over in others. He likely felt like he’d been raked over coals, only for the itch of the healing process to begin ten times over.

“He surprised me last night,” Vozrok sighed. “So, I’m taking my time.”

“Surprised?” I frowned. “Should I be worried my general was taken advantage of by a human?”

“That’s hypocritical of you,” Vozrok shot me a glare. “You’ve been a panting wreck since Dapy closed the front door.”

“That—”

“Don’t even try to deny it.” Vozrok rolled her eyes. “We were both distracted. Except while you were perched on the window with a front-row seat, I was doing my best to concentrate from over by the barn. And that slimy little git slipped his ropes and stabbed me in the throat.”

I winced at that. Having your throat slashed wasn’t a death sentence to a powerful demon. Being powerful did nothing for the pain though. I’d realized something went on, but… well.

“Fitting, to drag him through the reaper field then,” I nodded. “What are you going to do with him when you’re done?”

“Haven’t decided yet,” Vozrok shrugged. “Tossing him into the pit seemed the easiest option, but that feels… lazy.”

“Well… I certainly have a use for him, if you don’t,” I nodded. “It’ll be helpful for the both of us.”
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DAPY

“Storm clouds coming over quick.” I frowned.

“What is?”

I smiled when I heard her voice. Standing tall, I stretched my back, feeling something pop. Efaris stood there, just a short way away, on the path she strode the day before. Though the dress was different, she was no less beautiful as I made my way towards her. The demon chickens clucked in amusement as I abandoned my work to reach her.

“Uh, uh,” she held up a hand. “You’re filthy.”

“And you married me,” I grinned as I took her in my arms.

Her squeal echoed around the farm, her light pushes only amplified the moment. She wasn’t trying to escape, though her complaint might have been real. She was now smeared with dirt and sweat as I held her close. But her kiss came just as eager as mine.

“And here I was thinking you were back to thinking this was all a dream,” she grinned.

“Oh, I was,” I nodded. “But… Agatha…”

I held up my arm, and Efaris’s eyes widened. “This…”

“She made her point, so don’t be mad.” I gave my wife another squeeze. “And… then made up for it.”

“Was that the knocking I could hear while getting dressed this morning?”

I fidgeted. “Maybe.”

Efaris smirked. “If I hadn’t been thoroughly sated, I might be a little put out. I’m still the King’s court wizard. A woman has standards.”

“That’s...” I frowned.

“Though maybe I should see about whether I’m enough for you. Barely a minute after you leave me sated and dripping, you’re balls deep in another woman.”

Part of me wanted to tell her that it wasn’t quite how she envisioned… Then again, I had been balls deep…

“When are we going to talk about the demonic plant?” Efaris nudged me.

I flinched and turned around. The reaper was… doing rather well. As far as I could tell, at least. Lovely and soft, the plumage was beautiful. Just as I remembered it from… from the underworld. Only in the light of this world, it looked even more vibrant than I remembered.

“Well… I don’t really know,” I sighed. “Kitty and Heify were doing something with it last night.”

“I thought it was dangerous to go into it at night?” Efaris asked.

I nodded. “That’s what I thought. But they were out there, anyway. Maybe it’s a demon thing?”

“Maybe you should ask,” Efaris gave me a pointed look. “It might be important later. If there’s a way to get across safely in the dark, it would be better if we knew.”

I nodded. That was fair. If there was an emergency, it would be bad if the only escape was cut off.

“In the meantime,” Efaris let out a sigh. “I’ve been summoned. The king wishes to speak to me. It’s important.”

“Oh.” I frowned. “Okay, I⁠—”

“Don’t worry,” she smiled and took my hand. “The king blessed our marriage. He’s not going to keep me away for long. I’ll even talk to him about a honeymoon.”

“Honeymoon?” I tilted my head.

“Keep forgetting you’re a farmer,” Efaris sighed. “A honeymoon is something the nobles do. Usually, it’s a tour of the family estates, but… Well, I don’t have a family estate, but that doesn’t mean we can’t go for a trip.”

“And leave the farm?” I frowned.

Efaris chewed her lip. “That’s why I’d have to talk to the king. That contract you signed… It will be taken rather seriously.”

I couldn’t recall a contract. I did remember her reading out an order that said I was here until my death.

“I’ll talk to him.” She looked at me and smiled. “It will look strange if I’m invited somewhere and don’t have my husband with me.”

“Right,” I frowned. “Is… is that likely?”

“More than likely,” Efaris nodded. “Now, I need to go. I’d have had a few minutes, but my dirty brute of a husband put dirt on me.”

I grinned. “You love me.”

“I do.” Efaris smiled and touched my arm.

There was a flash of kaleidoscopic colors from her eyes, and I felt a twinge as the punctures began to close. When she pulled away, it was into a solid wall of color, vanishing into the portal she’d created.

I found myself standing alone on the farm. Looking around, a few chickens were dotted about. A couple were giving me suggestive looks. They were cute but… I could tell they were in it for the pleasure and not because they were in love with me. Not like Efaris and… Kitty.

I frowned at that. She was at the wedding. I saw her in the crowd. Heify too. I’d even seen them this morning. Out in the reaper field with… whatever it was they were doing. I didn’t see them now, though. And there really wasn’t anywhere for them to go while remaining on the farm. I was closest to the house, though.

With a look back at where Efaris had been standing, I made my way down the path to the porch. I looked around at the decorations. The poles might as well remain. I’d probably use them again for something. The sails, though, would need to come down. They were expensive, and out in the sun and rain, they wouldn’t last long. Wouldn’t take long to pull down, anyway. Not with the help I had here.

What would take the most time would be re-plowing the fields. All those wagons churned up the ground. Even in the dry, they’d done damage and to get it back to usable farmland, I’d need Heify’s help.

I was still musing over the order of things I needed to do when I reached the front door. Pulling it open, I smiled as the smell of cooking venison filled my nose. Lydia stood where she was leaning over the stew pot and gave me a smile.

“Dapy, are you finished early?”

“No,” I said with a grin. “I’m a farmer. That’ll never happen. When the fields are planted, I have to weed. When the weeding is done, I need to water. And when weeding and watering are finished, I have repairs and when the repairs are done, it’s time to build tools and equipment. By the time I’ve built something, there’s weeds again.”

“That sounds horrible.” Lydia frowned.

I shrugged. “It’s life. People need to eat or… in this case, alchemists need their ingredients, I suppose.”

“It’s hard to imagine exactly what goes on here,” she sighed. “That demons live on a farm is… a little hard to believe.”

“Harder than knowing how lovely they are?” I asked.

Lydia smirked and shook her head. Right before a gust of wind hit the house. The windows blew open and a pillar of wind surged through the room. A spoon and some other things on the table went flying, as did a bowl of fruit. Lydia squealed as she fell towards the fire, and I threw myself at her. We hit hard and fell to the ground as the stew pot swung precariously.

“Thank you.” Lydia hugged me.

“That wind came out of nowhere.” I frowned as I got to my feet.

I offered my hand, and Lydia took it. Helping her up, I checked her over. A bit of a bump, but otherwise fine. So, I left her to it as I walked over to the window. Sure enough, those storm clouds were coming over. I’d never seen anything like it. Freak storms weren’t common, and this was one of the larger ones in memory.

“I’ll get the windows upstairs.” I turned and made my way up.

I’d wanted to talk to Lydia about Kitty and Heify, but this was more important. Nobody wanted the house destroyed, or for water to get in. This might be bad enough to shake something loose, and it would be worse if the wind was able to tunnel through the house at the same time.

I made my way up, checking the main bedroom first. The sill had a few scratches on it. Claws from a cat, for the most part. Maybe some chickens. With the added height, I looked out over as much of the farm as I could. There weren’t any signs of Kitty or Heify, but there were tracks heading from the reaper field into the barn.

I finished up as quickly as I could, latching all the windows upstairs. Which was just in time, as a second wall of wind hit the house. Everything shook, and I heard a yelp from downstairs. Running down, I found Lydia sprawled on the floor. Spread eagle, with her dress up over her head where the wind was blowing it backwards.

I ignored the creaminess of her skin and the obvious similarities between her and Agatha. Instead, I rushed to her side, shoving my hands beneath the folds of her dress, now covering her head. When I grabbed her hands, I lifted, turning her around, so the wind blew her dress back down her body instead.

Lydia’s face was red when she stood, but I left her to it as I hurried to close the window. I could see a gray mist in the distance and knew the rain wasn’t far behind. I just needed to check the barn and make sure Kitty and Heify were okay. After that, we could come into the house and buckle down for the storm.
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KITTY

“Scalpel.”

“Scalpel,” Heify placed the blade in my hand.

“MMMM!”

“Oh, don’t be such a baby,” I scoffed as I moved to his neck.

“MM! FMM! MMMMMMMM!”

I rolled my eyes. “Such drama. Look at you. Sad little man, with his sad little knife. What did you expect?” I scoffed as I chose my cut.

Starting at the shoulder joint, I made my first incision. The man screamed beneath his gag. Heify had done it up tight enough that all he could make were muffled sounds. I’d have appreciated the full orchestra of his agony, but Dapy didn’t need to see this.

“Heify, I have the first part. If you want to get the second ready?” I asked.

“Yes, my prince.” Heify moved back.

Her job was both easier and harder. She just had to re-carve the pentagram that I’d put on the floor when I sacrificed that cow. Only, Dapy had done a good job of moving things around in here, and half of it was covered in tools and crates. That had scraped some of it off, which meant putting it back and any slight change might just ruin the ritual.

“MMMGMMGMGKKK!”

“Oh shut up,” I swatted his chin. “I’m not taking all of it.”

“MMMM!”

I ignored him as I circled the joint. Then I went back to the top and used the scalpel to cut a line from the shoulder to the base of the neck. Our would-be assassin and… well I’ll be honest here, sacrificial offering. He was going to power the portal between this world and my own. And he was going to power it for a long time.

“So long as you stop fucking bleeding!” I hissed.

Reaching over to the small brazier I’d lit in advance, I took out the iron rod. It was glowing faintly. Enough to fit my purposes. I ignored the twitching, writhing, and muffled screaming as my sacrifice tried to escape. I just gave him a good poke to prove a point, before working my way across the worst of the bleeding. It didn't need to be perfect. A little blood was good for the ceremony.

Working around the neck, and then on the opposite shoulder, I made quick work of it. I think at some point, my sacrifice tried to suffocate himself. At least, that’s what I think he was doing, trying to eat and swallow the gag. Dumb idea, but… well, I guess it couldn’t be helped. He wanted to put his hands on my Dapy, and I wasn’t about to risk him doing anything equally stupid. So, he was bound, stretched, and gagged.

“To be fair,” I said, running the scalpel from his armpit down to his hip. “Once the skin is off, the muscles will have more room to move. So it’ll hurt less.”

“MMMMMM!”

“That’s the spirit!”

I hummed a soft tune as I worked the scalpel along his abdomen. Carving deep enough to nick the fat, without touching the muscle below. I probably didn’t need to go this far down his body. All I really needed was an unobstructed path to the heart. Could have managed that in a few moments with one of Lydia’s kitchen knives if I wanted to make a mess of it.

Then again. After planning to kill my Dapy, I was happy to take the time to do this properly.

“Circle is done,” Vozrok announced. “Dapy didn’t damage it as much as we thought.”

“Such a thoughtful man,” I grinned, before meeting the red eyes of my sacrifice. “And you thought you were going to kill him. Idiot.” I shook my head, before bringing the scalpel up the opposite side of his ribs to the armpit.

“Weather’s picking up,” Vozrok noted. “Looks like a storm.”

“That’s normal,” I shrugged. “But if it’s happening this quickly, I must have a stronger source this time.”

“He’s not touched, is he?”

“From Wrath?” I shook my head. “I’m the only one that made it here in the last few centuries. The humans have rules against summoning us. We cause too many problems for them.”

“That’s Treachery’s fault,” Vozrok sighed. “Stupid fucker should have known better.”

“Exactly,” I sighed. “Now the rest of us have to suffer for that fool’s over-eagerness. One little apocalypse and all the humans are leery of us.”

“Except for one.” Heify nudged me.

I sighed. “Gods, I hate how turned on I am when I think about him.”

“He’s got a certain charm, doesn’t he?” Vozrok murmured.

I frowned, then stood, as my sacrifice whimpered at the relief of being left alone for a moment. “Tell me. Do you see him as I see him?”

Vozrok froze and gave me a strange look. “My prince. I swore an oath to you. To defend the plane and your rule. I’ve been clear that my goal is to usurp you in honorable combat. Your human is not at risk, I swear it.”

“I expect nothing less,” I smirked at the audacity. “But that’s not what I asked.”

Vozrok rolled her eyes and repeated herself. “He has a certain charm.”

“How much of that charm makes you weak at the knees?”

“Gods below, the feeling of his hands on my tits. I don’t have to produce milk, you know? I do it just so he comes and squeezes them.”

I laughed and turned back to my sacrifice.

“MMMM!”

Grabbing the edge of skin by nis naval, I held the scalpel sideways and used short strokes to slowly begin peeling. Which was when the barn rocked violently.

“That is a powerful storm,” I said and frowned.

“I said as much,” Vozrok complained.

“It’ll be fine,” I said, continuing to skin my sacrifice. “As to the previous conversation. Perhaps if I were to share him?”

“You already share him,” Vozrok pointed out. “You barter him up like a prize stud to win the hearts of your most loyal.”

“It’s almost cruel how wet it makes me, watching him fuck other women,” I sighed. “Then he turns it all on me, and I throw myself back, willing to be taken like some rabid beast. And he’s just so gentle, it’s like being forced to cum, as slowly as possible.”

“Delicious torture,” Vozrok grumbled.

“Exactly,” I grinned. “Which comes to my point. You care for him. Maybe as much as I do. Don’t you?”

Vozrok frowned.

“I’m going to marry him. Make him mine in every way.”

The barn shook once more, and I wondered if we were going to lose the roof.

“Perhaps we finish this discussion later?” Vozrok frowned as the walls bowed and wobbled.

“Probably for the best,” I sighed, before looking down at my delirious sacrifice. “Good news for you, at least. It’ll be over soon.”

“Mmm…”

“Usually I’d degrade you and call you a good boy. For you, I just hope this hurts as much as I think it does.”

The man closed his eyes, and I chuckled as I got back to work. Taking the skin off his chest was easy while Vozrok held him down. The little twitches did nothing, and I was well practiced for this part. When the skin came off, I was rather proud of myself. It would make a nice memento. I’m sure I had a book somewhere I could bind with it. Like a nice vellum.

Even as I held it up, the rain hit hard. I almost flinched at the sudden sound. Pounding on the walls, I felt the wet mist as it creeped through the openings at the top.

“You sleep in here?” I asked.

“It’s more comfortable when the rain isn’t coming down like this,” Vozrok admitted.

“We’ll bring you inside from now on,” I sighed.

“I appreciate that,” Vozrok nodded at the man.

“RIGHT!” I grinned.

And then shoved my claws into his chest and watched his eyes bulge in agony while I crushed his ribs to make room for his heart.
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DAPY

“Kitty?! Heify?!”

I doubted they could hear me. The rain hit hard. Hard enough to hurt my skin. I hurried along, mindful of the reapers. I knew they ate during the night. This storm darkened the skies enough to make me wonder. I took the long way around, hurrying across the farm, before lightning struck the barn.

Sparks flew, and a wisp of smoke washed out. I let out a yelp and remembered that this was likely where they were. Could a demon survive being struck by lightning? I didn’t know, and I knew if they were hurt, I’d never forgive myself. Despite my better judgement, I ran towards the barn. I could hear something within. There was a deep rumbling sound, before a flash of light came out from under the door.

I yanked my hands back but received no shock. I wasn’t sure what was going on. Another wave of wind hit the barn. I clung to the door, only for it to fly open with me still holding on. I yelled as I flailed, before a firm hand wrapped around my wrist. When I looked up, it was Heify, with a panicked look on her face.

“DAPY!”

“Are you okay?!” I called over the wind as she helped me up.

She shook her head. “This is exactly what we’re talking about?”

“What?” I gaped.

“Doesn’t matter!” She shouted before leaning back. There was another flash of light, and Heify gave a nod.

A moment later, Kitty came into view. Blood stained and looking like she’d been in a fight.

“KITTY!”

“No!” Heify held me back. “You’ll just get blood on you. She’s fine!”

“It’s not mine!” Kitty called as she closed up the barn.

“Oh, that…” I blinked slowly, before the wind picked up once more. Heify held me to her side, before snatching Kitty’s arm as she tumbled past.

“We’ll talk about it later,” Kitty called. “Let’s get inside!”


Chapter 14



DAPY

“What in the realms is going on?” Lydia whimpered.

I held her close. The storm was getting worse by the minute. The barn was one thing, but now the house trembled and shook. Kitty and Heify were here too, alongside Agatha. None of the others remained. The chickens, Allmiron and even Agatha had fled through the portal, heading home to wait out the worst of it.

“It shouldn’t be this bad,” Kitty said, pacing the room. “That ritual always causes a storm⁠—”

“You did this?” Lydia snapped.

“Hush girl,” Kitty glared, before sighing. “Yes, but also no. Something is wrong.”

The wind picked up, and I heard something smash into the wall of the house. Everything shook, but nothing crumbled. Wind had worked its way through, whistling through the tiniest of gaps. I could only hope the window shutters stayed put. If they failed, then… well, I’d worry then.

Water dripped from the ceiling in a few places. The fireplace was quenched as well. The chimney let water flow like a stream, pouring on the floor and seeping through the cracks.

“Kitty,” I caught her attention. “What is this really?”
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KITTY

I stared at my human. He and the other one. Small. Fragile. Practically worthless and yet… I would tear the heavens down myself to retrieve him. Worst of all, this was my fault. I could sense it now. This wasn’t just some storm. Another gate had opened this evening. Another portal to the underworld. I knew it wasn’t to my own plane, but where I could only guess. When I looked at Vozrok, she could feel it too. The subtle hint of malice in the wind.

“To power the portal between our realms… I need to make a sacrifice,” I explained. “The ritual causes some side effects, and the storm was expected. This though… I think it’s something else.”

Dapy frowned at me. I gritted my teeth and saw the question in his and Lydia’s eye. “What is it then?”

I sighed, not wanting to answer, but feeling incapable of holding it back. “Another portal.”

“There’s two?” Lydia frowned, before cringing as the house shook once more.

I hoped it would survive. The house was built from strong, sturdy trees. As long as the shutters remained in place, the wind wouldn’t tear the roof off.

“I think so,” I clenched my teeth in anger. “Someone found a way through. This storm is the result of those portals opening together. I had thought it was just my own. But there’s something on the wind I can’t quite identify.”

Dapy stared at me and narrowed his eyes. I had been truthful, though. I wasn’t sure what it was. Of the nine circles, malice was easily found in six of them. Narrowing things down would take time. And I’d need to, in order to prepare for…

“Shit,” I sighed.

Vozrok looked at me, as did everyone else. I grumbled but shook my head. I needed to be certain, though. Which meant I needed to get closer. With a look over my shoulder at my human, my lips thinned.

“Keep them safe,” I ordered.

Vozrok narrowed her eyes but let me go as I marched to the front door. When I opened it, the wood almost yanked free of my hand. The rushing wind tore past, and I stepped out into the blinding rain before slamming the door shut behind me.

This was just the edge of the storm. The eye was still a ways off. I could see the plants on the farm, bending in the wind. A few had torn free, tumbling away. Where they ended up, I didn’t know. They’d either continue growing or die. Not that any of it mattered to me.

Shifting to my cat form, I huddled closer to the ground and started my walk. I needed to get closer. I needed to feel what was coming. Only then could I be certain. Because if this really was the Prince of Wrath… Then I was going to kill him.
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EFARIS

I could already feel it. The malice radiating from the cathedral. An old building, mostly ignored on the edge of Duke Carson’s land. Almost conveniently on the furthest edge where it would be the least likely he’d have anything to do with it. Only, that put it on the edge closest to the king’s lands specifically. And that of Dapy’s farm.

“Sir Wizard, is something the matter?”

I sighed. Sir Wizard. I hated this outfit. Hot, muggy and… dishonest. I wore it for my own protection. When I first got the job, the guards would make disparaging remarks about me. The jokes got a bit much, especially when drink was involved. It was safer for all involved if I took away the pleasant view. Now, only a handful remained who knew my true identity. Of those few, only one made me feel safe. Wanted.

And despite being just days from our wedding, I was here. Investigating this place as a storm raged around us. Getting here wasn’t the problem. My ability with portals worked well. I had a flask of spirit tucked into my sleeve, and another on my belt should I need it. I felt strange about that too. I drank more away from the farm and yet… With Dapy… There just didn’t seem a need to.

“This storm,” I said, in that horrible, masculine voice. “Unnatural thing. We need to hurry before the cathedral comes down.”

The men nodded at that. It was eerie being in the eye of a storm this large. Massive storms sometimes hit the coast, wiping out villages and bringing flooding. This was… far too inland for that sort of thing.

We marched along the road. I could have brought us right to the front door. I hesitated, though, fearing a trap, and I was glad I did. This place had the same feeling as the farm did. An otherworldliness. Like something was here, that shouldn’t be. The king had ignored my hesitation around the farm, and that had led to Kitty. That psychotic bitch who adored my dear husband. This had all the same hallmarks, and yet… This was so much worse.

“Keep your eyes open,” I ordered, as a pit formed in my stomach.

Had my coming here condemned these men to death?

The pathway to the old cathedral was worn. The town here was once a bustling place. They built the cathedral from stone quarried at a nearby mine. It was supposed to bring more people, but it only attracted the wilderness. The hunters and trappers prospered for a generation or two, before they left and the beasts of the wilds came back. What I now suspected was the beasts came from the nearby farm. Though at the time of its inception I wasn’t a thought in my father’s balls.

The stonework reached into the sky above. I could still make out a few gargoyles perched on the steeple—looming as if ready to pounce. It made me shudder, thinking about what could be up there if my worst fears were realized.

I checked the flask on my belt as the doorway opened before us. The wood was long gone in some historic fire. Only the remains of the iron hinges were left, and those were rusted beyond use. The men with me spread out on either side of me. Even they could tell something was wrong, though they did not know, nor suspect what. I listened as swords were drawn and we stepped inside the ancient building.

At once, the sounds of the storm stopped. I froze in place and looked around. The men were with me still. They stood frozen in shock as sunlight poured in behind us. It could almost have been the first day of spring, rather than on the cusp of a cold winter.

“Welcome!”

I flinched and turned back, seeing a smiling figure at the altar.

“It is good to see you here,” the man said.

I frowned at his easygoing expression. “What is this?”

“Just a little celebration,” the man held up his hand. In it, he clutched a familiar-looking flask.

I grabbed at my belt and swore as I found it missing. This… this demon, whoever and whatever he was devious and knew way too much about how my power worked. I didn’t want to risk checking my sleeve for the spare, it might save my life in a moment.

“Oh, don’t be like that,” he said soothingly, producing a tray out of thin air. Upon it sat several small cups. Which I counted. One for each of us.

The man beckoned to me as he opened my flask. He poured a little into each of the cups and I frowned as more liquid came out than it was capable of holding. Not for a moment did his smile leave his lips as he slowly approached.

“Why don’t you join me for a drink?” he suggested.

I licked my lips subconsciously at the words. But I shook my head. Everything about this screamed that this man was dangerous. The feeling of dread I had when moving into the cathedral was gone. Yet, this place felt and the creature in front of me felt… tainted. Something was hiding the true visage of this man from me. I couldn't even see his aura. Something that only Dapy could do. Though… Dapy never put me this far on edge. He was a harmless little fool, whereas this thing in front of me… was dangerous.

“Come now.” That smile of his never wavered, and yet, I felt a frisson of fear race up my spine. “I don’t bite. Take a drink. Let us toast to the memory of this place. I’m in a celebrating mood.”

I opened my mouth as my men stepped forward. I tried to tell them to wait and while my breath escaped my mouth and my lips moved; no sound came out. As my men picked up their cups, they turned to face me. The man—no, creature, stood there, holding the last cup with his ever present smile. That smile…

Like something had finally switched inside my head, I could see the fire in his eyes. Literal flames. A caged demon, hiding inside a shell. The first of my men tipped his cup back, swishing the liquid around his mouth, before swallowing with a grin.

“Good stuff this. Where’d you get it?”

“I have a friend,” the demon continued, never taking his eyes off me or his smile to waver. “Drink up everyone.”

One by one, the rest of them drank. I found myself unable to speak or even move. Though I had the feeling if I wanted to reach out and take that cup, I would be able to.

“Don’t be shy now,” the man said brightly. “You’ll feel better once you’ve warmed up on the inside.”

“I’ll say,” one of my guards chuckled. “Haven’t felt this warm since that pub brawl last month.”

“Aye,” another frowned. “You got us thrown out. Ol’ Lom still won’t let me back in.”

“That’s because you keep leering at his daughter,” another chuckled.

“YOU TAKE THAT BACK!”

I stared in horror as the offended guard swung his blade at the one laughing at him. All hell broke loose and before my eyes… they were dying. But it was more than just that. I could sense something vital leaving them. Their humanity, perhaps? Maybe their souls? I wasn’t sure, but the men before me were losing their auras as they fell upon one another.

“Now this just won’t do,” the smiling man tutted softly. “You should be joining your friends. Hesitation serves nobody.”

“What are you?” I demanded, as my men died around me.

The veneer slipped, and before me stood a demon. Not like Kitty. This creature had no softness. His eyes glowed like embers as he bared sharp teeth. His hand snaked out and I struggled and failed to react—I remained frozen as he had me by the neck. Which had the unfortunate effect of letting my hat fall free.

I stood before him and surprise flitted across his face. Right before he let out a bark of laughter.

“It has been an age since I have bedded such a beauty.”

At his words, I shored up my will and pulled back, but his grip tightened and his muscles turned to stone around my neck.

“If I may, lord,” a familiar voice droned. “That is the king’s court wizard. She’s exceptionally gifted and someone of importance to the kingdom.”

My eyes snapped over to the speaker. Duke Carson stood there. His eyes clouded as if in a trance. But his aura remained.

“So, you’re the one,” he chuckled.
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DAPY

“Heify—”

“No,” she crossed her arms.

“Heify please?” I begged. “The storm is getting worse.”

“Sagroth can handle it,” Heify shook her massive head. “She’s not going far, just far enough to know for certain what we suspect.”

I frowned at her words. I’d thought they knew more than they were letting on. She clearly understood she’d said too much and let out a sigh.

“I need to be milked,” she offered.

“The milking pails are out in the barn,” I pointed out. “And you’re hiding something from us.”

“Yes,” Heify paused as the house shook violently. “And yes. But I fear her more than I do you.”

“Kitty?” Lydia asked.

“Obviously,” Heify scoffed, before spotting my disapproving glare. “Yes. Kitty.”

“But you’re so much bigger than she is?” Lydia frowned. “I know you’re demons and all, but…”

“I took this form out of convenience. Sagroth took that of a cat. Our physical size does not equate to our internalized power. The prince is far more powerful than you could possibly conceive.”

“And you?”

“I’m not there yet.” Heify shrugged. “Yet.”

“Still—”

“Dapy, I’m not leaving you here,” Heify gave me a cross look. “This storm isn’t normal. If the worst should come, I’d never forgive myself and neither would Kitty. We are going to sit here and wait for her to come back.”

“And if the storm gets worse?” I asked, as the house rumbled around me.

Heify sighed. “Then I can drag you back home and wait it out there.”

“Home?” Lydia asked.

“There’s a portal in the spare room to the underworld,” I told her. “I’ve only been there once. It’s… different.”

I tried to keep my mind off things. There was nothing I could do about the house. The walls shook with each gust, and more than a few of Lydia’s pots had fallen from their hooks. I was in for a day or two of hammering to get them round and flat once more. I just couldn’t help but shake the feeling that something horrible was happening. Something that involved Kitty. Something that involved Efaris. I just couldn’t get the Heify to understand me.
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KITTY

“Fuck, shit, fuck-fuck shit!” I snarled as I crawled along.

Each gust of wind was worse than the last. I could definitely feel it now. The foreboding presence warning me. Trying to turn me away, to give up and flee this place. Most humans would have done so. Many demons would have as well. I was able to brush it aside, but that did nothing for the wind that tore across my fur. Matted and wet, I was going to have one hell of a time getting myself straightened out. Maybe I’d have Dapy help me? He had parts of him that straightened parts of me.

The thought made me grin, before a slice of cold rain whipped across my fur once more. The storm was most fierce the closer you got to the eye. I could make it out. Like a wall inside the storm. Within was an old cathedral. I had no doubts as to the cause of this storm. But I still needed to find out exactly who it was. Which became infinitely more important as I spotted the strange flashing lights.

I’d have recognized it anywhere. There was only one human I’d met with a portal, just like that. That stupid pointy hat of hers acted as a disguise. Through the howling wind, I could make out the dozen or so figures that stepped into view before the portal vanished once more.

“EFARIS!” I screamed. “EFARIS WAIT!”

She couldn’t hear me. None of them could. I clawed my way forward. Mindful of slipping and having the wind carry me away. While strong, I weighed little and shifting to my larger form would give me less purchase on the ground, while giving the wind more surface to carry me. My only choice was to keep low and use the surrounding vegetation to blunt the force of the wind as I crawled forward.

“Stupid,” I snarled. “Surely she can feel the demonic energies. Why is she doing this instead of coming to me?”

Objectively, I knew why. She was sent by the king. That paltry human idiot. He’d even sent soldiers. They wouldn’t have accepted me. Efaris was going alone because she had no choice. None but to do as she was commanded or risk mine and Dapy’s life. For that… I had no choice but to save her from what lay ahead.

“I just need to reach the eye,” I hissed as I continued crawling forward as the wind tore the world apart.
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EFARIS

“No.”

“I wasn’t asking,” he threw me to the ground.

My head struck the stones hard enough to make my ears ring. It was also enough to break whatever illusion he had cast on this place. Wind and rain howled through the door and open windows. The roof was long gone and debris spun through the cathedral. This place was barely holding together, even in the quietest part of the storm. My men… what was left of them, were no longer men.

They resembled twisted versions of the demon. What was worse was the twisted form of Duke Carson. Where the soldiers looked as if they had extra features attached to them, Carson looked like melted glass. He only vaguely resembled the man I once recognized, with twisted features, as if his humanity had rejected itself, leaving this twisted mockery behind in its place.

“The question then,” the demon before me sneered as he picked up the cup I refused to drink. “Is how hard I have to squeeze before you give me what I want?”

“Do you worst,” I spat.

He laughed and tossed back the liquid in the cup before letting out a small burp. “Worst you say?” He looked at me. And for one brief, horrible moment, I could tell he was inside my head. I thought of a wall. Solid and strong. Anything but my deepest thoughts. If he could see those…

“Hmm?” the demon chuckled as he grabbed me by the ankle. “Perhaps I just need to entice you a little more.

The demon’s visage twisted once more. His hand landed on my thigh and my gut turned. “Only Dapy had the⁠—"

“Dapy,” his eyes gleamed, and I froze in horror as the man I loved now stood before me. “Oh, this form… It’s rather pathetic, actually. I thought better of a fine woman like yourself.”

“Oh, those emotions,” he chuckled. “I’m going to promise you this, little wizard. I’m not going to kill you. But you’ll wish I did. Because when I’m done with you, the sight of your precious little Dapy will disgust you. I’m going to make this body do things you’ve never dreamed of and haunt your every waking moment.”

“And just how in the FUCK do you think you’re going to do that?”

I let out a whimper and looked back.

There. At the door.

Was Kitty.
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KITTY

“Prince Sagroth?”

I looked around the room. The soldiers were… twisted. It wasn’t entirely unlike what I had done to Agatha. Only this was… far cruder. I could feel it too. Like a stench in this world. I didn’t recognize the demon before me, but he had an unmistakable aura, so I knew of him.

“Treachery,” I sneered. “I’d say I should have known, but… that’s the point, isn’t it?”

The demon wearing Dapy’s face smiled. “You honor me.”

“You’re a worm. Disgusting and vile. There is no honor here, only my fury at touching things that don’t belong to you.”

“You can hardly call this world yours,” the demon argued as he shifted back to his natural state. Dark skin, with pointed teeth and fire in his eyes.

I just pointed to Efaris. “I was referring to her.”

“I’m not yours,” Efaris glared.

“Shut it,” I snapped. “Dapy is mine. You married Dapy. That makes you mine by succession.”

“That doesn’t make sense,” the demon frowned.

I shrugged. “Doesn’t need to make sense. I’m the prince. Defy me at your peril.” I looked around, sneering at the even worse amalgamation of demon and man standing in the corner. “Now, release her and end whatever you’ve done with this storm. You’re bothering me.”

“I’m afraid I cannot do that,” the demon gave me a mocking bow. “You see, I am just a humble servant to my Prince.”

“Your prince surely does not wish to earn my ire,” I glared.

“On the contrary,” the demon smiled. “You see, something was taken from us.”

Shit…

“In return,” the demon looked down at Efaris. “My prince has ordered a replacement. This one is powerful.”

I swallowed as Efaris gave me a strange look. “No.”

“Now, now,” the demon chuckled. “Surely⁠—”

“No,” I growled. “Pick someone else.”

“I don’t think you’re understanding the situation you’ve put me in,” the treachery demon laughed. “The man you killed was rather useful. Look what he did to his previous master.” He pointed to the twisted man in the corner. “I require something of equal value. Even if resources must be spent to twist them adequately,” he sneered down at Efaris.

I took a deep breath and let out a sigh. The worst part of fighting Treachery was having to do it by a code of honor. Surprise attacks and subterfuge only strengthened their kind.

“I, Prince Sagroth, Lord of the Plane of Lust, Second Circle of the Underworld, officially declare war, on the plane of Treachery. No quarter will be given. Conflict shall commence proceeding to this statement.”

The demon blinked. “What?”
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DAPY

“AHHH!” Lydia grabbed my arm.

The sound of shattering wood filled the air. Heify, seeing it happen, threw herself atop us. The splinters flew in all directions as the house came apart. We had only a moment to react when the shutters failed. The horrible crack of wood was followed by the howl of wind. The walls shook from inside before the front door was ripped out and tossed into the dark outside.

It was only moments later when parts of the roof began to lift. Heify barely got us moving before something cracked. The large woman shielded us as best she could, all the while driving us towards the portal. The wind was fighting against us. If I didn’t know better, the wind itself was trying to push us away. All the while, something screamed at me that things had gone horribly wrong. Not here, at the farmhouse, but for Kitty and to my gut feeling, Efaris.

They were in danger, and I didn’t know what to do about it. Nor did Heify react when I voiced those concerns. Her only action was to push harder, driving us towards the door that blew open, showing the dark pit beneath.

“Dammit Dapy, stop fighting me!” Heify roared.

I felt the way Lydia was clinging to my arm. She was terrified and… despite my concern, it was a selfish one. Risking myself was one thing, but if I risked Lydia as well… Gripping her arm, I changed direction. Rather than struggling weakly against a woman I had no chance of overpowering, I ran for the portal, dragging Lydia along with me. We hurried through the wind, getting pelted by bits of wood.

Some of it from the house, others clearly from outside. When a bunch of red leaves swatted me across the face, I could only be thankful that the plant died upon being uprooted. I didn’t know if this was dark enough to count as night and I didn’t want to know either.

I just hurried Lydia to the portal, and when she hesitated, I held her arm, because I didn’t.


Chapter 15



KITTY

“You find the portal, and try to close it,” I growled.

Efaris blinked and shook her head. “But⁠—”

“Prince Sagroth,” the demon interrupted. “Please, be reasonable. This world⁠—’

“Shut it, underling,” I snarled. “Efaris, you’re the best hope we have of closing this. I will come help as soon as I’ve killed the chaff.”

“Are you sure you wish to do this?” The representative of Treachery glared.

“Going against my word now would simply empower you,” I shrugged. Then lunged.

His eyes widened, and he grabbed Efaris. She yelped as he used her as a shield. A typical tactic for a being as worthless as he. Only, I expected him to do that. The moment he acted, I redirected. Efaris’s guards were weak, but numerous. I needed to whittle down the numbers so Efaris would have a chance to do what she needed to.

I crashed into my targets. My claws ripped limbs from torsos. Even without a weapon, I was more than a match for the underlings. As I whirled, tearing a head from a set of shoulders, Efaris’s eyes lit up. She vanished, appearing across the cathedral and clear of the stumbling fool of a demon who held her.

“SEIZE HER!” the demon roared.

I spotted the late duke stumble after her. He was sluggish in his twisted form, but fast enough that Efaris had to move. I abandoned my original prey to cut him down, only to find myself intercepted by the flash of a silver blade.

“So that’s where it came from,” I hissed, recognizing the taint of the arcane blade.

“In my hands, it will be enough,” he hissed and lunged once more.
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EFARIS

I gasped and sucked in a lungful of air as I stepped through the portal. It was harder to create one directly where I stood. Dangerous too. I had to be careful to create it all at the same time, covering myself entirely. Or I risked losing part of myself in the process. Leaving behind a few strands of hair was one thing, but leaving behind a limb could be fatal and painful.

The demon, whatever he was, stumbled, and I caught a glimpse of Kitty tearing into the soldiers who came with me. I felt a twinge of dread at the thought. Those men had been in my care. Now they were twisted things. I didn’t know them well, but they didn’t deserve what was happening to them. I didn’t know if there was a way to fix what they had become, but there was no cure for what Kitty was doing.

“SEIZE HER!”

I flinched and turned back to my attacker, only to spot movement coming from the side. The twisted thing that was once Duke Carson came towards me. He moved with a steady limp. He swung one rigid leg ahead of himself before doing a quick hop. It looked ungainly, and yet, he was crossing the room at a sprint. I had only a moment to think before I spotted a door behind the altar.

Even as I turned, the duke twisted to match me. I could have used a portal to cross the distance, but I risked wasting my mana by doing so if I needed it later. There would also be a delay in summoning it. That could risk my safety.

Kitty, seeing my peril, rushed over to cut him down. The demon in charge intercepted and yanked a blade, seemingly from nowhere, and swung into combat. They had a quick discussion, lost in the sound of rushing wind as the storm howled overhead.

The duke lunged towards me, and I ducked under his arm. He tumbled to the ground, unable to catch himself on his bad leg. It gave me a chance to run, and I took it. Sprinting away while the demon that was a duke howled like a rabid wolf, I could only hope that Kitty had things under control.

They were fighting. I could see a gleaming flash of steel, while Kitty ducked and weaved. They both moved at a blur, but Kitty was definitely on the defensive. It made me think of the weapons Dapy had hidden away at the house. And if I should attempt to retrieve them.

“What are you waiting for?!” Kitty snarled. “GO! Find the portal and close it!”

I grimaced and shoved the door open, slipping into a dark room that rumbled with the storm overhead. It only took a moment to realize that it was a set of stairs leading down into a basement of some kind. With the screaming and crashing of battle behind me, and the knowledge I would be hunted, I slipped into that darkness. I could have used my power to illuminate the way, but by doing so, I would place myself at risk of being seen from the very things I was hiding from. With the hope that I wasn’t about to stumble into another demon, I crept down into the darkness and reached out with my senses.

There was a taint down here. More than the surrounding area. I just had to find it. And figure out how to destroy it.
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DAPY

“No.”

“Heify—”

“NO!”

“Lydia—”

“Don’t bring me into this.”

“We can’t just sit here and do nothing!” I stamped my foot.

“That is exactly what we are going to do,” Heify snorted as she crossed her arms.

I looked around the room. A bed larger than the room I slept in. A bath wide enough to be called a lake. Everything was covered in velvet, though I was certain it wasn’t actually velvet. And then there were the decorations. Everything was some variation of a sordid act. Demonic women, lapping between the legs of other demonic women. Demonic women pushing fingers into the flowers of other demonic women… Statues of demonic women, striking other demonic women on the backside, while yet more demonic women suckled at their breasts…

In fact, it was all demonic women. Every painting, every tapestry, every statue, bust, carving and picture. It was all women. Every last one of them. What was more, there were gaps, like things had been removed.

“Has someone robbed this place?” I asked.

Heify opened her mouth to say no, once again, only to frown. “What?”

I pointed at a space on the wall, where a fine line could be seen, in the outline of a missing painting. “There was something here, wasn’t there.”

“Oh,” Heify said with a slump. She seemed relieved that I had chosen another topic that didn’t involve going back home. “Yes. Prince Sagroth made a strange order to have any artwork involving a male removed from the palace immediately.”

“Did she now?” I frowned.

“Going by the timeline, I believe it was right before she began sleeping with you.”

I paused for a moment, then nodded slowly. “So…”

“So nobody in the palace has seen a cock that wasn’t yours since Sagroth returned after her recovery,” Heify sighed.

“Wait… mine?”

Heify gave me a look, before sighing and waving for me to follow. She didn’t take me far, and Lydia followed behind. Through a small door at the back of what I could only assume was Kitty’s room, was a studio.

“Oh my,” Lydia covered her eyes.

In the middle of the room stood a massive statue. A pure white stone I didn’t recognize. What I could recognize was the face of the figure seated on the throne.

“Is that me?” I asked.

“She’s been working on this for a while now,” Heify said.

It looked like me, but didn’t feel like me. I wasn’t so… fierce. The me on the throne was tall and glaring straight ahead. Perched on my lap was an entirely nude Kitty. Her eyes rolled back and her mouth open. Her tongue rolled out the side as she squeezed her own breasts. When my eyes travelled down, Kitty’s legs were folded up, held there by hands that looked like my own. Right down to the tiny scars on my fingers, a hazard of the life of a farmer.

With Kitty’s position, I could clearly see the perfectly sculpted flower between her legs. Unobscured by the odd and misshapen mass that I could only assume would be my cock, buried deep… inside her ass. Just like she had enjoyed on my last trip to the underworld.

“This is…”

“Glorious,” Heify sighed. “The prince is a master. Though she’s never been so devoted to a singular subject before.”

“She’s doing this?” I asked.

“She’s created most of the artwork in the palace. Some of it gets destroyed, so she has to make more. This one is going in the amphitheater.”

“And who else knows about this?” I asked.

Heify shrugged. “Probably all the staff.”

I swallowed nervously. “Right.”
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KITTY

“Just hold still a moment!” I snarled.

He laughed and swung that sword around. I was offside. That weapon wasn’t a true arcane blade, which told me where that challenger got his. If not firsthand, then by second. Unarmed as I was, I struggled to get close enough to deal with him. I couldn’t rely on trickery to win this fight. It had to be straightforward and honest. Had I not declared war, I would have already lost, as is the nature of my kind.

I needed a way to overpower him. To overcome the reach of the sword clutched in his hand. Even it, as a faux arcane blade, wielded in the hands of treachery, made it all the more powerful. How I hated treachery.

He stabbed straight into my chest. To avoid it, I twisted. He yanked the blade back, seeking to cut me at the same time. It would have worked, but I saw it coming and dropped lower to avoid the cut. Which gave me purchase to spring off the floor and slam my meager weight into one of his knees.

The bone shattered as his joint reversed. The demon was not a prince. Probably not even a general. He had power and skill, but nothing compared to me, or even perhaps Vozrok. That sword was the only thing giving me trouble as he swung it around, driving me back once more.

“You fucking bitch!” he snarled.

“I’ve heard worse,” I snickered.

He roared and spun the blade around. Before my eyes, he plunged it into his own chest. Black blood spurted out of his back before he fell sideways on the floor.

“Oh,” I frowned. “That… Hmmm.”

I hesitated only for a moment before turning to the stairs. Efaris and the duke had vanished a short while ago. If I could just⁠—”

“Prince Sagroth,” a voice chuckled, dripping with humor.

“Shit.”

I turned and regarded the dead demon on the floor. He was staring at me with distant eyes. As if he couldn’t quite see me. Though it wasn’t him, that was staring at me.

“You’ll have to thank Thozzomaz for the idea,” he chuckled as he pushed himself upright. “I’d never have thought to simply order my men to swear not to die. Their deaths make it all the easier to slip into places I shouldn’t.”

I frowned as I realized just how he got to this world. A powerful demon would struggle to cross the plane on its own. But the weaker ones could sometimes slip through with a little help from the other side. Humans were always meddling with things they shouldn’t. Meddling in just the right way sometimes yielded results and, if by luck, the right kind of demon answered. One with an order not to die under any circumstances, while belonging to the plane of Treachery.

“You are aware we are now at war, correct?” I asked.

The prince, wearing the corpse of his underling, gave a wet chuckle. “How deep does one have to sink their roots before one is too difficult to cut out?”

I rushed forward. Taking hold of the blade in his chest, I ripped it free. Whipping around in an arc, the sword sliced through the demon’s face, separating his head into two halves. One of which tumbled to the floor, spilling his brain for all to see.

“Such wrath,” the partially headless corpse chuckled. “No wonder he likes you.”

I narrowed my eyes at the implication. Only to hear a scream from downstairs. When I turned, the corpse lunged, and I felt the searing burn of a blade plunging into my back.
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EFARIS

“Shit, shit, shit,” I hissed softly as I patted the walls.

This wasn’t a basement. Nor was it a dungeon. It was a labyrinth. A catacomb of the dead. This place was a maze of corridors, bones and the stench of death. Old bones had a smell I hated to recall, and yet that wasn’t the worst of it.

“Come out, little wizard,” the duke chuckled.

I held my breath as I heard him enter the room I was in. Keeping still, I made not a peep. I heard each thumping misstep of the demon. The soft sounds of his foot dragging before a second thump.

“I do enjoy these games, but I fear I am running out of patience,” he chuckled darkly. “Reveal yourself. I shall make it quick.”

He was so close. I couldn’t move. If I did, he’d hear me. Even then, he might bump into me. I clenched my eyes shut. Hard enough, I hoped the light of them didn’t show through when I did this.

“I can smell you,” he said from close enough I could hear when he licked his lips. “There will be no pain.”

“You lie,” I snarled and unleashed.

The blast of colored energy blinded me for a moment. The twisted form of Duke Carson’s eyes went wide as the beam struck him in the chest. I had hoped to pierce him, but his body held its form. Instead, he was thrown backward, crashing through a wall as he screamed in inhuman rage.

And beyond that wall. For just a brief moment, I saw it. A void of endless darkness. It reminded me just of the portal back on the farm. The way to the underworld. Between me and it was a demon. Only now, I had no other choice.

“You— YAAAH!” he screamed.

A second blast of power joined the first. I used the flash to aim. Rather than a heavy pulse, I kept it to a narrow beam as I swiped across the broken wall. The beam where it struck the demon burned and caused him to cover his face. Which incentivized me to send a second, heavier blast like the first, which sent him flying backward once more.

In the confusion, I formed a portal behind myself. The demon, still tumbling across the ground, only caught a glimpse of me. I summoned light from all directions at once. Blinding and distracting him as I threw myself through the nether and appeared behind the portal, where I hoped I was hidden for a moment. Cutting away all the power, I clamped my eyes shut as the catacombs fell into darkness and felt for the portal before me.

“Where are you?!” Duke Carson roared as he staggered to his feet. “No more games!” He screamed and began running back towards where I had been standing moments before. “I shall rip the flesh from your bones! Feast of your tits! Fuck your cunt! And feed you your own entrails!”

I ignored him as his screaming fell away. His threats of violence and wrath faded into the darkness, echoing as he threw his weight around. All the while, I locked my power down, sending it into the portal in a vain attempt to figure out how to close it.
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DAPY

“No.”

Heify frowned at me. “What do you mean, no?”

“I can play that game too,” I nodded. “No.”

Heify stared and let out a long sigh. “Dapy⁠—”

“No.”

“Dapy!”

“NO!”

“Dammit, Dapy, just tell me what you’re saying no about!” Heify stomped her hoof.

“No milking,” I said, glaring at her. “No sucking my cock. No sex. No touching. No.”

“What?” Lydia frowned and gave me a glare. “What are you⁠—”

“You can’t be serious!” Heify snorted.

I smirked and crossed my arms. “No.”

“Dapy!” she snapped.

“You know what I want.” I nodded my head too. “Kitty is out there, so is Efaris. I don’t know where they are. And I have a bad feeling about what’s happening.”

“I can’t leave you here!” Heify gritted her teeth. “Do you have any idea what Sagroth will do to me if she comes back and finds you balls deep inside Trorzid?”

“The regent?” I asked, recalling the familiar name.

“Oh, he remembers me,” came a sultry chuckle.

I turned as a tall figure stood from where she had been sitting nearby.

“Dammit,” Heify snarled. “Just how long have you been sitting there?”

“Since you took him in to see the prince’s latest masterpiece,” the succubus grinned as she took in the sight of us. “Dear Vozrok, you didn’t really think you could hide two humans in the palace, did you?”

“I wasn’t hiding them, I was guarding them,” Heify narrowed her eyes. “Which is the point. I can hardly go gallivanting around knowing you’re hiding in the shadows, ready to pounce.”

“Will you go?” I asked.

Trorzid pulled back suddenly. “What?”

“Heify won’t go. Kitty is somewhere… I don’t know. She left to check a portal or something. Efaris is gone too, and I have a horrible feeling that they’re in trouble.”

Trorzid frowned and glanced at Heify. “Is that so?”

“Don’t go getting any ideas,” Heify squeezed her hands into fists.

“I’ll do anything,” I said, trying to keep the regent’s attention on me. “Please?”

“Dapy!” Heify hissed.

“Anything?” Trorzid smirked, then let out a sigh. “Promise me⁠—”

“I swear⁠—"

“NO!” Trorzid threw up her hands. “No oaths, no swearing, just… just a promise.”

“What are you doing?” Heify asked.

“Shut it,” Trorzid glared. “While the prince is not here, I am in charge. I have my own oaths. Do not interfere. I shall not harm the prince’s human.”

Heify crossed her arms and stood at the ready but remained silent as Trorzid turned back to me. “Tell me no.”

“No?”

Trorzid shook her head. “Not like that. Tell me no, like I was about to do something you didn’t like.”

“No,” I said, a little firmer this time.

“Call me disgusting.”

“Ah… what?” I blinked in shock.

“Humor me,” the regent grinned.

It was an outright lie. I’d found myself attracted to many women now. She was no different. Still… “You’re disgusting,” I lied. “Filth. Horrific. Vile and disturbing.”

“Hmm,” she chuckled. “Now tell her how pretty she is.”

The her in question made a small squeak. She hadn’t nodded at Heify, but at Lydia. I turned and looked at the maid. She was blushing and gave me a worried look.

“Lydia is… beautiful,” I said, unsure but honestly. “She’s kind. Hard working. And… I hope she chooses to continue living with us.”

“Oh, fuck yeah.”

I blinked and glanced back at the regent. “What?”

“N-nothing,” Trorzid cleared her throat. “What else?”

“Ah,” I frowned and turned back to Lydia. “I… like the color of your hair. I like how you style it. You’re very pretty⁠—”

“Gnnnah!”

This time I frowned and turned back to Trorzid, who straightened as if I had caught her doing something naughty.

“No, no,” she gave a small chuckle. “Please, continue.”

I thought for a moment and sighed. “No.”

“No?” Her eyes widened.

“You’ve had enough,” I nodded. “If you want any more, I want you to go find Kitty and help her.”

“But—”

“Nope.”

“BUT!”

“Nu, uh,” I said and crossed my arms.

“Shit,” she grunted. “I don’t know if this is better or worse. Fuck, no wonder she’s so protective.”

“Right?” Heify snorted. “Worst part is he doesn’t even know he’s doing it.”

“Doing what?” I asked.

“Exactly,” Lydia sighed.

“Fuck,” Trorzid swore. “Fine, but after this, I want to have a talk with the prince.”

“You think that’s going to go well for you?” Heify asked.

“Nope,” she chuckled. “Which is the point.”

With those words, she turned and thew open the door, making someone yelp on the other side.

“Agatha?” I brightened.

“Dapy?” the familiar woman called as the regent stormed out, muttering curses under her breath.

“Dammit,” Heify sighed. “I forgot she was here.”

“What’s going on?” Agatha asked as she stepped into the room. “Allmiron’s in the bath and I heard voices.”

“Oh nothing,” Heify sighed as she crossed the room. “Only you and Allmiron are allowed in this room. Nobody else is to enter or leave under any circumstances. Am I understood?”

“Yes, general Vozrok!” Agatha snapped a strange salute.

Heify snorted and stormed out after the regent, leaving me alone with Lydia and Agatha.

“Y’know, I hated you at first,” Agatha sighed as she crossed the room and faced me. “You,” she said, looking at Lydia. “I hated even more.”

“Your… father⁠—”

“Nope,” Agatha shook her head. “Don’t think it, don’t say it, don’t anything it. Just listen, okay?”

“Okay?” Lydia frowned.

“Take the deal. Then we can be sisters. If not in blood, then by bond and beauty. That will make it better. I promise.”

“Agatha?” I questioned.

She didn’t answer me, and Lydia looked deep in thought.
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KITTY

My side was wet. Slick with my own blood. The treacherous bastard before me grinned through the eyes of a corpse. I hated this magic. He wasn’t here. This was a puppet, its strings attached to its master. The Prince of Treachery was back at home, comfortable and safe. Which is how I knew that Efaris had not closed the portal yet.

Nor would she, if I failed to find a way to help her.

“How about a bargain, Prince Sagroth,” the corpse smiled.

“Nobody can trust your bargains,” I grunted. “It’s why you were barred from this world, along with the rest of our kind.”

“And yet, I am here regardless.”

“Say that without the use of a puppet,” I hissed.

“I think, dear Sagroth, that you and I are not seeing things eye to eye.”

Before I could react, the corpse threw itself forward. I lunged back, dodging the first strike, only to see the fist coming for my head. It was the perfect opportunity to slash them, and yet, the knife wound in my back prevented me from lifting my sword high enough to do so. Instead, I twisted to one side, ducking under the fist, only for a knee to drive into my injured side and knock me to the floor.

“What Thozzomaz sees in you, I have no idea,” Treachery spat. “Weak, pathetic and mewling.”

“Prince Sagroth has but one true weakness,” a sharp voice echoed through the hall.

I winced and looked over, seeing the demoness. “You.”

“Your human bargained for me to be here.” She narrowed her eyes and drew a blade of her own.

“Dapy?”

“Don’t worry yourself, my Prince. He is fine and shall remain so. But I fear that I cannot hold back a prince for long. Even if just a puppet.”

“You—gah!” Treachery reeled as Trorzid struck.

She came in fast and low, slashing Treachery across the legs. The blow wasn’t enough to stop him, but the damage would slow his ability to move. I knew what I had to do and left Trorzid to handle things for the moment. This was twice now. I had been forced into a bad situation due to my own stubborn refusal to think things through. I just hoped Dapy could forgive me.

Rushing for the stairs, Treachery let out a terrible scream. Only when he lunged to block my path, Trorzid intercepted. Her blade whisked around, cutting shallow wounds along the walking corpse’s form. Without his weapon, he was now in the same position I was in just moments before.

I burst through the doorway and almost fell down the stairs. I hadn’t realized what this was, but it made sense. Something was moving down here and I knew it would be that demon. Efaris had not killed it yet, but I smelled no blood either. Pushing those thoughts aside, I ran down the stairs as quickly as I could.

“FOUND YOU!” came a fierce cry.

Only for the demon to burst out of a nearby doorway. With my superior night vision, I saw him before he realized who I was. His hands came up as a smile of victory graced his features. Even battered and wounded as I was, he stood no chance as I caught his wrist and pulled him to the floor. His face cracked the stone and his body jerked as I stomped on the back of his head.
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EFARIS

I heard the commotion. The fighting upstairs sounded fierce. I feared I was going to be found at any moment. Not that it mattered. I couldn’t close this portal. Whatever anchored it in place used a power source beyond the portal itself. The only chance I had to shut it off would be to pass through. Something I feared would leave me trapped. At least here on this plane, my death would be final. Dying in the underworld would not free my soul to move to the afterlife.

So, it was the soft hand that grabbed my wrist that made me yelp in terror.

“It’s me!” Kitty hissed.

“Kitty?” I gasped and grabbed her. Only for her to hiss again. My hand was sticky, and I pulled away, smelling blood. “Kitty, you’re hurt.”

“I’ll be fine. What’s wrong with this portal? Why is it still open?”

“It’s powered from the other side. I don’t have the strength to reach through and shut it down from here,” I whimpered.

“Sneaky bastard,” Kitty hissed. “Okay… portal, portal, portal… Do you trust me?”

“If I say no, will that change things between us?” I whimpered.

“Ha,” Kitty chuckled. “No, but you might trust me a little more when we’re done.”

I swallowed and let out a sigh. “What do you want me to do?”

“Are you aware of what happens if you open a portal within the structure of another portal?” Kitty asked.

I froze. “That⁠—”

“I need you to trust me, Efaris.” Kitty took my hand. “I will get you home to Dapy.”
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THE KING

Clutching the balcony railing. My wine glass slipped from my fingers. It was the middle of the night. A frightful storm had whipped up, darkening the skies as distant rain approached. The crackle of thunder echoed across the kingdom. A storm, the likes of which I hadn’t seen since I was a boy blotted out the stars. I’d come here to soothe my nerves. To stare this demon down with my own two eyes, so to speak. Efaris had been gone for some time now. I could only hope that she wasn’t trapped in the middle of it.

Only for the sky to shatter. The darkness was banished. A light so bright, I could see it with my eyes closed. As the wine glass shattered on the ground, I threw my hands up, feeling heat searing my skin. One moment it was there. The next, it was gone. I counted a breath and slowly lowered my hands. My sleeves were singed, and spirals of smoke wafted around my hair.

Only for a pulse to strike me. My eardrums burst and I was thrown back into my room. Paintings and tapestries blew off the walls as my castle shook and trembled. I wasn’t sure how long I lay there, deaf and trembling, when help arrived. I could see their lips moving, but there was no sound. None but the dull ringing of a power beyond that which this world had ever known.
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First there was the man and his truck.

Then an elf.

And finally, a dragon.

When the dust settled, a plot to overthrow the crown came to light and the man responsible was brought to justice.

Except he wasn’t.

With a stolen shotgun on the loose and another attempt to overthrow the crown. Jacob was filled with relief at the knowledge he was being sent off for yet another delivery. Conrou, of the Ysagabar people, needs to be returned to his people. Even dead regicidal orcs deserve proper burial rights.

There’s just one problem.

To get there. Jacob, Ahshala, and old Deucie need to travel across the Elven kingdom to do it.

https://www.amazon.com.au/dp/B0D17KDTVP
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I swore an oath to destroy them.

I failed.

Not only did I fail, I am left flailing before the gods as an oathbreaker. Now, the beings I swore to destroy, are my most treasured. My loved ones. My beloved companions and the future mothers to my children.

If not for those damn tiephlings...

And maybe when I finish with them. I'll take my fight to the very gods themselves.

https://www.amazon.com.au/dp/B0F6NRF33V
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Jeyna was always a hothead. Never quite knowing when he should keep his nose clean. Never quite caring either way. Growing up in an orphanage meant growing tough, or growing tougher and despite only reaching a towering five feet tall. Jeyna never let that stop him from doing what he thought best.

So, sitting on a stool at the bar of his favorite tavern, Jeyna found himself coming to the aid of a distressed serving girl. Only to discover in the aftermath that her attackers were freshly minted nobles. Earning himself a one-way ticket to the front lines of yet another border war.

Jeyna had never met Ymry of the White Flame. The great elder dragon that ruled the kingdom of Handelaar. Nor had he met Kiandonirth of the Void. The great black, elder dragon who ruled over Ijverig, the kingdom of dwarves. Most hadn’t. And most never would. If you were lucky, you wouldn’t meet their underlings either. The great scaled beasts, that ruled over pockets of land in the elders stead.

Jeyna wasn’t so lucky. Whether on the human side, or the dwarf side, it didn’t matter. The men burned, the forest burned, the land burned and with bound hands, Jeyna had no choice but to flee for his life. Made all the more different when something sparked inside him.

Something burning. Something powerful. Something completely uncomprehensible to the man named Jeyna.

Something forbidden, on this world.

And it all comes crashing down, when a matronly, golden voice enters his head. Instructing him to head south. Towards the kingdom Woestenij, and Zolrin of the Bane. The elder of orcs and battle.

With an exiled dwarf, a half elf and a cranky dryad, Jeyna learns what it means to be a dragon. Because this world isn’t quite ready for him. And Jeyna’s never been one to care.

https://www.amazon.com.au/dp/B0DZV7K7TM
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I’m not going home. Of that, I am certain.

And anyway, who would want to? Folotelyn Kyanite is the best thing that ever happened to me. She’s kind, caring, drop dead gorgeous and with her best friend, and my second wife, Alfofida, the beautiful, intelligent inventor. Well, they make one hell of a pair.

The politics of this world be damned. I’ve got things settling in pretty well right now. Except after delivering the badly wounded Kiggaelin to her father. I was sent back with Elder Obsidian to seal the tunnel and cement my permanence on this world. All the while, Kiggaelin was at home, dying.

Her father, furious at having his attempts to have me killed and the other elders humiliated, is going to have his daughter’s death placed firmly in my hands. A last ditch effort to hold me accountable for his perceived wrongs.

I can only hope that when the dust settles. That we can live with the consequences.

https://www.amazon.com.au/dp/B0DZV7BVXK


Book Formatting



Book formatting at a reasonable price.

The person who formatted this book and all of the Montgomery Quinn books!

“I make your words look pretty.”

https://www.nmalone.net/bookformatting
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